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TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS 


I  he  smoothest  incense  to  the 
reen-eyed    goddess    since    the    introduction    of 

Cutting  In  .  .  .  cigarettes  that  really  SATISFY! 


r^ 


MILDER  .  .  AND  ^^  BETTER  TASTE 


>  19^1  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 


':^  il.-'f-Tv 


The  Chevrolet  Sport  Coupe  photographed  on  the  ISotre  Dame  Campus  with  Sacred  Heart  Church  in  the  backsround 


Modern  fine-car  quality  in  an  inexpensive  automobile 


It  is  wise,  in  these  times,  to  con- 
sider what  you  get  above  the 
bare  needs  of  transportation, 
■when  you  buy  a  low-priced  car.  With  its  fine- 
looking  new  Six,  Chevrolet  has  stepped 
smartly  away  from  standards  based  on 
utility  alone.  Here  in  this  smooth,  capable, 
new  automobile  are — actually — scores  of 
fine-car  features  .  .  .  features  which  bring  a 
new  measure  of  quaUty,  style  and  comfort  to 
the  lowest  price  field.  .  .  .  Just  slip  behind  the 


wheel  once,  and  drive  the  smart  new  Chevro- 
let Six.  Weave  this  car  in  and  out  of  tangled 
traffic — eat  up  a  straightaway  at  flashing  top 
speed — let  loose  a  thrust  of  power  and  take 
a  stubborn  hill!  Do  these  things  and  you 
will  know  the  new  Chevrolet  for  the  excellent 
automobile  it  is.  ...  Here,  from  every  stand- 
point, is  a  low-priced  car  you'll  have  every 
reason  to  be  proud  of — speedy,  sturdy,  smart 
and  dependable — the  Great  American  Value. 


Chevrolet  prices  range  from  $475  to  $650,  f.  o.  b.  Flint,  Mich.,  Special  Equipment  Extra 
Chevrolet  Motor  Company,  Detroit,  Michigan 

NEW  CHEVROLET  SIX 

The  Great  American  Value 
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HELP  HER 
DECIDE 


Every  Northwestern  Co-ed  spends 
from  $400  to  $600  per  year  with 
the  merchants  and  business  men  of 
Evanston  and  Chicago.  (These  figures 
are  not  an  estimate,  but  results  of  a 
school  survey.  They  do  not  include 
university  expenses.) 

The  things  she  purchases:  Clothing, 
food,  amusements,  candy,  transporta- 
tion, often  a  car  and  service  for  it  .  .  . 
a  host  of  things. 

Let  her  form  a  habit  of  coming  into 
your  establishment  and  buying  the 
things  you  have  to  offer.  Advertise  to 
her  in  Northwestern  student  publica- 
tions. 


Northwestern   Student   Publications: 

Thi;  Daily  Northwestern 
Purple  Parrot,  humor  monthly 
The  Syllabus,  ojficial  yearbook 
M  S,  quarterly  literary  magazine 

Controlled  by  the 

Students'  Publishing  Company,  Inc. 
101  University  Hall 

EVANSTON 
Telephone  University  3744 

ADVERTISING  RATES  ON  REQUEST 


TWO 


What's  all  this  propaganda  about  birth 
control,  anyway.' 

Merely  an  attempt  to  avoid  the  issue. 
U.  I.  T.  "Voo  Doo." 


Freshman:  This  medicine  won't  do 
me  any  good — it's  for  adults,  and  I've 
never  had  them. 

Randolph  "Old  Maid." 


A  zigzag  line  is  the  shortest  distance 
between  two  pints. 

New  Yor!{  "Medley." 

♦ 

"See,  the  beautiful  virgin  pines." 
"Yeah,  and  I  know  what  she's  pining 
for." 

Carnegie  Tech.  "Puppet." 


Be  original.  Don't  wear  suspenders 
or  a  belt.  Eventually,  your  originality 
will  be  noticed.     Oh,  my,  yes! 

"Exchange." 


For  that  lousy  feeling — Scratch! 

Reserve  "Red  Cat." 


PIE-EYED 
He  cried,  "Let's  ride!" 
She  sighed. 
They  imbibed, 
He  lied, 
Now  they're  tied. 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 


Girls  are  like  final  examinations — they 
keep  a  fellow  up  all  night  worrying  about 
them,  and  then  ask  the  most  foolish 
questions. 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


Ned:      "That    sweet    looking    girl    is 
dead  from  the  neck  up." 

Ted:     "Well,  she  can  bury  her  head 
in  my  arms  any  time." 

Tennessee  "Mugwump." 


Little  dabs  of  powder. 

Little  dabs  of  paint. 
Make  a  co-ed's  freckles 

Look  as  if  they  ain't. 

Minnesota  "Sl{i-U  Mah." 


ESTABLISHED  1905 
AND 
''Still  the  best  place  to  eat' 

WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 


1627  Chicago  Ave. 


OPEN  SUNDAYS 
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"Gentlemen,  I  think  that  we  glue  man- 
ufacturers must  stick  together." 
"The  feeling  is  mucilage." 

Penn.  State  "Froth." 


College  is  just  like  a  washing  machine; 
you  get  out  of  it  just  what  you  put  in— 
but  you'd  never  recognize  it. 

Dartmouth  "Jacl{  O' Lantern." 


Barber:     "Shall  I  cut  your  hair  close.?" 
Co-ed:     "No,  stand  as  far  otf  as  pos- 
sible." 

Tennessee  "Mugwump." 


We  wonder   why  the  iceman   smiles  so 
When   his  glance   happens   to  meet 
The  sign:    "Please  drive  slow. 
The  child  in  the  street 
May  be  yours,  you  know." 

"Sniper." 

♦ 

"Who  says  that  all  men  are  born  free?" 
wailed  the  young  father  as  he  received 
the  doctor's  bill. 

Washington  State  "Cougar's  Paw." 


Little  Miss  "Rough-it" 
Sat  on  a  tuftet. 

Dressed  in  her  hiking  array; 
Then  came  a  misguider 
Who  fed  her  hard  cider 

And  whisked  her  off  in  his  coupe. 
Dartmouth  "}ac\  O'Lantern." 


That  reminds  us  of  the  professor  who 
gave  his  finger  nails  an  examination  and 
then  cut  his  class. 

"Exchange." 

♦ 

"What  shall  I  do.'  I'm  engaged  to  a 
man  who  says  he  simply  can't  bear 
children." 

"Well,  you  can't  expect  too  much  from 
a  husband." 

Exchange. 

he   Purple    Parrot,    published    monthly    during    the    school    year    by   the    Students 
ublishing  Co.,  Inc.,  loi   University  Hall,  Evanston,   Illinois.     Entered  as  second 
ass  matter,  November,   1924,  at  the  Post  Office  at  Evanston,  Illinois,  under  the 
iCt  of   March    3,    1S79.      Twentv-five   cents   the    copy,    $1.75    the   year. 
[March,  1931,  Vol.  XI,  No.   6.     Copyright  1931.] 


KAPPELMAN 

PROPRIETOR 
KAP'S  PRINT  SHOP 

CANDIDATE 
FOR 

ALDERMAN 

7th  WARD 

ELECTION  APRIL  7 


Store  your  Car 
"Where  dt's  SMost 
Convenient 

Do  you  know  that  you  can 
store  your  car  a  block  and  a 
half  from  the  Campus  ? 

We  will  deliver  the  car  to 
your  door,  dust  it  and  keep 
the  windows  clean  free  of 
charge. 


Washing,  Oiling, 

Greasing,  (V 

Simonizng,  Repairs 


Parking  for 

Shopping  and 

Thea  tre 


Courteous  and  Prompt  Service  by  Experienced  Men 

Evanston's  Largest  Garage 

An  individual  space  for  every  car. 

Service  Garage 

1725  Sherman  Avenne 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 

Opposite  Varsity  Theatre 


r 


Chandler's 


Fountain  Square 


Evanston 


If  you  MUST 

write  for  the  Parrot 

— get  a  good  typewriter 

at  Chandler's.   $3  down 

and    $3    a  month  is  an 

easy  way  to  buy  it. 


— or  rent  one  for  $3  a  month, 
a   special   price  for  students  ordy 

THIRD   FLOOR 


THREE 


P  U  R  P  L 


A  R  ROT 


Aimer  Cqe  S^  Company 


PRESCRIPTION 
OPTICIANS 


PRECISIOH   MADE 
G  LAS5.es 


105  N.  WABASH         18  S.  LA  SALLE        78  E.  JACKSON  BLVD. 
1645   ORRINSTON   AVE.— EVANSTON 

Precision  Made 
GLASSES 

Lenses  accureiely  and  precisely 
ground  by  skilled  opticians  .  .  . 
an  assurance  that  the  glasses 
you    buy    here    are    correct. 

Priced,  depending  on  frame 
selection  and  eye  requirements, 
from  — 


$ 


7 


Pice  3linutes  from  Anywhere 
Koirntou-n  and  in  Eranston 


NORTHWESTERN 


What!  You've  never  indulged 
your  Epicurean  tastes  in  fra- 
grant smoke  wreaths  of  rum- 
^  T^xJ  ;  flavored  tobacco?  Then  scam- 
-i— j-j/^  '•  per  out  to  any  of  the  stores 
below  for  a  Rumidor*.  Whether 
you  select  the  College  Bowl 
jnodel  in  royal  purple  or  the  Varsity  model 
in  royal  purple  with  a  Northwestern  Wildcat 
on  the  cover — you're  in  for  a  new-found  smok- 
ing pleasure.  Rumidors  sell  from  $i  to  $150. 
*Rumidor  is  a  scientific,  patented  container 
for  cigarettes,  tobacco  and  cigars,  using  ii- 
year-old  Medford  rum  for  a  preservative.  The 
rum  keeps  the  tobacco  moist  and  mellow  and 
imparts  a  delightful  aroma.  Poor  tobaccos  taste 
good.  Good  tobaccos  taste  better.  Beware  of 
imitations.  Look  for  name  on  cover. 


VARSITY  MODEL 

complete  with  rutn 

refill  and  divider 

$3  and  S5 


COLLEGE  BOWL 

rum  refill  included 
$15 


RUMIDOR 

CAN  BE  BOUGHT  AT  THE  FOLLOWING  STORES: 

Chandler's  Marshall  Field  &  Co. 

United  Cigar  Siore  Walgreen's 


BUSINESS 
DIRECTORY 

PURPLE  PARROT 
ADVERTISERS 


AUTOMOBILES: 

Chevrolet 1 

BOOKS: 

Chandler's 3 

CAFETERIAS: 

North  Shore  CoFfee  Shop 5 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 2 

CIGARETTES: 

Camel Back  Cover 

Chesterfield Inside  Front  Cover 

ENTERTAINMENT: 

Senior  Ball    Inside  Back  Cover 

FLOWERS: 

Wielands 30 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 3 

HOTELS: 

Georgian  Hotel 28 

North  Shore  hlotel 5 

JEWELERS: 

Lee  Nelson 29 

Olsen  and  Ebann 5 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

Fifield's,  Inc 29 

hloleproof  hlosiery 27 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

Rumidor 4 

Western  Electric 6 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  &  Co 4 

PHOTOGRAPHER: 

Matzene's,  Inc 28 

PRINTER: 

E.  L.  Kappelman 3 

PUBLICATIONS: 

College  Humor 31 

Students'  Publishing  Co 2 

Vanity  Fair 32 
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"Poppa,  what  makes  people  walk   in- 
their  sleep?" 

"Twin  beds,  my  son!" 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yelloii<  Jae/^et." 

■*■ 

Newlywed  (honeymooning  in  the 
West)  wired  to  his  boss:  "Please  give 
extension  of  vacation;  it  is  wonderful  out 
here." 

Boss  replied:  "Come  back  at  once,  its 
wonderful  any  place." 

Illinois  "Siien." 


PARROT 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Long  have  been  trying 
to  get  along  for  five  years. 

Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


Jack  and  Jill  went  up  the  hill 
To  fetch   a   pail   of   water. 
Ho  hum,  so  they  say. 
Dartmouth  "]ac\  O'Lantern." 

■♦^ 

And  then,  of  course,  there's  the  mu- 
sical carpenter.  He  plays  on  the  tuba 
four. 

Wisconsin  "Octopus." 

*■ 

They  call  her  Fanny,  because  she's  at 
the  bottom  of  everything. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


Mount,  little  skirt,  toward  the  sky, 
You'll  be  a  collar  bye  and  bye. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


UNFORTUNATE 

Man  approaches  information  window 
in  railroad  station:  "I  have  to  go  to 
Zion  City,  and — " 

"Complaint  department  three  windows 
down,  sir." 


Cop:      "No    parking;    you    can't   loaf 
along  this  road." 

Voice  Within  Car:     "Who's  loafing.'" 
Kansas  "Sour  Owl." 


DANGEROUS  CHARACTER 
In  the  "little  Italy"  section  of  Chicago 
very  large  families  are  quite  the  conven- 
tional thing.  One  day  the  master  of  the 
family,  a  recently  transplanted  Sicilian, 
took  his  sixteen  children  downtown  for  a 
holiday  outing.  There,  however,  he  was 
accosted  by  a  policeman  with  the  de- 
mand: 

"Hey,  what  you  been  doin'?" 
"Me?"  asked  the  father  in  surprise,  "I 
do-a  notting  atall!" 

"Well,"  continued  the  policeman  sus- 
piciously, "then  what  are  all  these  kids 
follerin'  you  for?" 


Stuttering  Mose:  "J-just  think,  t-that 
b-b-beautiful  b-b-butterfly  once  c-came 
from  a  cocoon." 

Rastus:  "Goo'  Lord,  Ise  guess  we  is 
the  ancestors  of  everything." 

Cornell "  Widow." 


I  F  you're  not 


you  SHOULD  be 


There  is  moonlight  on  the 
campus  .  .  .  there  is  a  croon- 
ing song  in  your  heart  .  .  . 
there  is  a  coed  whose  heart 
is    fluttering    .   .   .    and    love    is 


If  you're   not,   you  should  be. 

We  know,  and  are  prepared 
with  a  fine  selection  of  dia- 
mond rings  that  will  thrill  her 
.  .  .  they're  moderately  priced 
and  convenient  terms  may 
easily    be    arranged. 


We  Invite 

You 

to  Open 

a 

Charge 

Account 


Olseu 


»ami| 

JEWELERS  &  OPTICIANS 

614  DAVIS  ST.,  EVANSTON 

Campus  Jewelers 


Eating  at  the 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Is  always  a  satisfaction 

Because    you    serve    yourself — 
leisurely   or  hastily,   as   you    wish. 

Because   you    can    be    sure    of  a 
wide  selection  of  really  good  food. 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

NORTH  SHORE 
HOTEL 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 
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Sometimes  the  cart 

should  be  put 

before  the  horse 


Here's  a  case  where  a  warehouse  was  built  around  a  conveyor,  instead 


of  the  conveyor  being  squeezed  into  the  warehouse . .  .Western  Electric 


switched  onto  sid-     wanted  a  new  warehouse  for  telephone  equipment.    For  the  most  effi- 
ings — by  one  cen- 
tral dispatcher 

cient  handling  of  material,  its  own  distribution  engineers  designed  a  system  of  conveyors 

r 

even  before  architectural  details  of  the  building  were  worked  out  .  .  .  This  was  done 


after  careful  estimate  had   been  made  of  volume  and  kinds  of  material  to  be  stored 
and  handled  . . .  There  are  many  other  assignments  that  challenge  re- 
sourcefulness and  imagination  in  making  telephones  and  equipment 


Speed  needed! 
The  emergency 
is    met    by    the 

for  the  Bell  System — purchasing  its  supplies — acting  as  its  distributor,     new  warehouse 

Western  Electric 

Manufacturers     Purchasers  . .  Distributors 


SINCE     l»»t     FOR    ^n       THE     BELL    SYSTEM 


£ 


SIX 


He:     "O,  I'm  so  thrilled — /  was  pledged 
last  night!" 

She:     "Fraternity  or  Sorority?" 


SEVEN 


N O 


T      H      W 


P  U  R  P  L  E 


V      O        L    .      X  I       —     N 


EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

Irving  Bregcr 


A.  A.  Edelson 
Earl  M.  Johnson 


Arthur  Kneupfer 
Mdxine  Boord 
Elednor  Steckler 
Maurice  Davis 


Albert  B.  Moore 
Betty  Ross 


ART  EDITOR 

Josephine  O'Brie 


ASSOCIATE  EDITORS 


EDITORIAL  STAFF 


ART  STAFF 


Virginia  Garcia^ 

EXCHANGE  EDITOR 

Feme  Nathanson 

CONTRIBUTORS 

Ernst  Melchior  Jean  Van  E 

RuthWalliser  Norman  El 

Bob  Kahn  June  W. 


HAMMER 


PARROT 


BUSINESS  MANAGER 

Gene  Husting 

ASSISTANTS 

Jules  Vieaux 
ADVERTISING  MANAGER 

John  G.  Ellis 

ADVERTISING  SOLICITORS 

Harry  Cole  Svd  Middleton 

Fred  Emmencgger  Henry  Stimson 

Eleanor  Leve  Wheeler  Tracv 

SECRETARY 

Elizabeth  Cempbell 

SUBSCRIPTION  MANAGER 

Sally  Gwin 


■dDe 


Phil  Hooker 


SUBSCRIPTION  STAFF 

Martha  Glassner 


Barba 


Betty  Barker 

SERVICE  AND  CREDIT  MANAGER 

Robert  Crew 

CIRCULATION  MANAGER 

William  Hennings 


FFIN  PUBLICATIOr^ 


N 


N 


N 


Member  Mid-West  Collese  Comics  Association.     Copyright  1931   by  the  Students  Publishing  Co.     Exclusive  reprint  rights  granted  to 
G>IlgtHujnOr  Magazine.     Entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Evanston,  III.,  as  second  class  matter,  November,  1924. 
Twenty-five  Cents  the  Copy.     $1.75  the  Year. 


OPINIONATED 

MEDITATION 


TO  YOUTH,  OF  WHICH  SOME  IS 
FOUND  EVEN  IN  THE  UNIVERSITY 


W 


HEN  I  was  young.? — Ah,  woeful  When! 
.\h,  for  the  change  'twixt  Now  and  Then!  .  .  . 
Oh,  the  joys  that  came  down  shower-like  .  .  . 
Ere  I  was  old!" 

Coleridge. 


"Cursed  be  the  social   wants  that  sin  against  the  strength  of 
youth." 

Tennyson. 

"What  is  love?      'Tis  nut  hereafter; 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter; 

What's  to  come  is  still  unsure: 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty: 
Then  come  kiss  mc,  sweet  and  twenty, 


Youth's  a  stuff  will  not  endure." 

Sha]{eipeaye. 

"That  age  is  best  which  is  the  first, 

When  youth  and  blood  are  warmer; 
But  being  spent,  the  worse  and  worst 

Times  still  succeed  the  former. 
Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  your  time, 
And  while  ye  may  .  .  ." 

Herri  cl{. 

About  this  time  of  year  voung  blood  renews  its  belief  that  it 
owns  the  world.  "You  may  make  the  nation's  laws,  but  let  me 
be  twenty  again,"  Dr.  Johnson  said,  or  maybe  it  wasn't  Dr. 
Johnson.  It  is  the  truest  saying,  the  loftiest  hope  in  the  world. 
All  those  basically-nonsensical  saws  like  "Honesty  is  the  best 
policy,"  "Don't  put  all  your  eggs  in  one  basket,"  must  fade, 
especially  in  spring,  before  the  powerful  credence  in  the  feelmg 
that  youth,  not  health,  is  our  greatest  possession. 


EIGHT 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Youth  covers  the  jackass  years  of  our  lives.  Yet  with  all  the 
sins,  inanities,  stupid  errors,  the  ingratitude,  selfishness  and 
narrowness  of  youth,  it  has  much,  it  has  everything  to  flaunt 
before  those  whose  youth  is  gone.  There  is  a  gross  incongruity 
in  the  sight  of  an  old  man  offering  advice  to  a  youth  who  is 
reverently  inhaling  every  word  as  though  from  a  god.  Like  a 
billionaire  taking  lessons  in  finance  from  a  beggar. 

Youth  can  ride  a  horse  like  the  wind.  It  can  run  and  swim 
with  exhilarating  swiftness.  It  is  the  "time  of  rapture."  It 
has  all  the  world's  virtue  and  all  the  worlds  rankness  and  dis- 


^^^y^ 


illusionment  to  discover.  It  may  train  its  fingers  to  play  music 
or  portray  the  images  of  its  mind.  It  may  err  and  start  anew. 
It  is  fresh,  it  can  be  e.xcited,  it  may  have  sweethearts,  it  can  feel 
the  shock  of  discovery.  Ciolden  years  of  beauty  and  strength, 
if  they  come,  fill  our  youth.  It  is  not  settled  in  the  contented 
success  of  adulthood,  with  the  fight  gone,  nor  is  it  miserable 
in  definite  failure. 

Youth  may  laugh  and  kick  and  be  independent  and  without 
convention.  The  million  things  that  Rupert  Brooke  loved  may 
hold  an  appeal  for  youth.  It  may  be  despicable  and  maudlin 
and  lazy  and  attitudinous  in  alternate  moments  and  yet  not  ruin 
its  personal  reputation.  Ad\enture  is  one  of  its  illusions.  It 
has  many.  It  may  run  oft  to  India  or  Patagonia  without  waivers 
being  held  by  an  unhappy  wife  and  a  houseful  of  belligerent 
brats,  or  a  happy  spouse  and  some  decent  kids.  Youth  has  the 
ginger  of  life.  And  it  may  have  the  invaluable  advantage  of 
never  being  satisfiable. 

Age  has  things  which  youth  may  have,  but  the  reverse  is  not 
true.  Why  then  isn't  youth  the  finer,  the  richer  period  of  life? 
We  think  it  may  be.  We  hate  to  see  mature  people  laughing 
at  such  ideas,  filchmg  youth's  confidence  in  its  superior  delight. 
And  although  youth  is  closer  to  childhood  and  has  the  power 
to  prolong  its  happiness,  the  tragedy  of  most  of  us  is  that  we 
hate  to  be  kids.  Even  Wordsworth  couldn't  teach  this  silly 
world  of  young  blood  to  stop  imitating  the  artificial  stiffness 
of  sedate  adulthood.     Even  Wordsworth  couldn't. 

PROFESSION-LESS  AND 

TRADE-LESS.     TST!     TST! 

COMES  THE  luckiest,  happiest  time  of  collegiate  existence 
— when  you  have  to  get  out.  Enter  the  final  battalion  of 
the  plague  of  the  world's  nosiest  pests,  the  friends  who 
ask  what  you  intend  doing  with  your  life  when  the  college  daze 
clears  up.    As  we  fight  the  European  corn-borer,  cattle  tick  and 


boll-weevil  we  ought  to  run  down  these  champion  pests  with 
some  svveet-smellmg  poison. 

One  or  two  of  us  rudely  intercept  such  curiosity  with,  "Shut 
up;  go  peddle  your  halitosis!"  Others,  who  have  not  "decided" 
to  follow  a  profession,  suffer  the  questions  and  keep  repeating, 
"I'm  going  to  open  a  tea  shoppe,"  be  a  super-salesman,  interior 
decorator,  publicity  director,  newspaper  or  advertising  writer, 
radio  announcer,  factory  manager,  and  so  on  till  doomsday. 
Everyone  appears  to  expect  that  you  know  positively  which  way 
you  are  going  to  steer  during  an  important  portion  of  your  life. 
Specialize,  work,  get  family,  succeed,  keep  up  appearances, 
meanwhile  hoping  for  something  else — that's  the  treadmill 
almost  e\eryone  happily  leaving  school  in  June  will  hop  aboard. 
Work  for  somebody  else  all  your  life,  with  probably  much  of 
your  life  passing  before  the  land  you  live  on  will  be  your  own. 

Perhaps  you  are  one  of  those  who  instead  of  working  at 
something  unpleasant,  will  be  the  rebellious  exceptions  and 
do  something  agreeable.  Maybe  Rachmaninoff  sets  your  soul 
bouncing,  or  Beethoven  grabs  you  on  a  precious  autumn  eve- 
ning. You  want  to  play  music  for  a  long  time.  It  will  fill 
your  life  and  make  it  emotional  and  happy.  Then  you  happen 
to  read  Of  Human  Bondage  and  something  propagandistic  in 
it  makes  you  think  the  science  of  medicine  is  quite  the  thing. 
Something  by  Cezanne  or  the  fascinating  freshness  about  the 
nude  femmes  by  Lucien  for  Le  Dialogue  dcs  Courtisanes  then 
tells  you  that  you  could  be  entirely  satisfied  for  a  long  time  if 
you  could  use  a  brush  and  draw  figures  and  characters.  Lynn 
Fontanne  or  Ruth  Draper  or  Tom  Powers  further  disturb  youi 
existence  by  making  you  pine  for  at  least  some  time  on  the 
stage.  Or  Kreutzberg  and  Isadora  Duncan  hold  out  something 
as  glorious  in  the  dance  as  Clarence  Darrow  does  in  the  law. 
One  day  your  feeling  for  architecture  leads  you  to  believe  the 
designers  of  the  World's  Fair  are  not  moving  in  the  right  direc- 
tion. To  design  hundred-story  towers  as  flawless  and  charming 
as  an  exact  chunk  of  Mexican  onyx!  There's  an  ambition. 
Novelists  strike  a  humming  chord  within  you.    You're  jealous, 


inspired,  anxious  to  write  as  they  do.  On  and  on  this  goes. 
Every  way  you  turn  there  are  activities  which  fascinate  vou 
when  in  their  presence. 

Doubtless  we  need  one  strong,  centralizing  ambition  in  life. 
But  when  we  are  students  in  college  how  are  we  to  know  that 
law  is  the  best  racket,  or  accounting  the  best  business.'  It  seems 
necessary  to  get  out  of  college  before  a  sane  decision  may  be 
made.  To  accomplish  this  we  need  an  attractive-looking  poison 
to  feed  the  inc]uisitive  nuisances  who  want  to  know  our  definite 
intentions.  A.  A.  E. 
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s 
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Fire-chief:   ''Let    her    burn    up   a    bit,    boys, 
then  we'll  be  able  to  see  what  we're  doing." 


A  FAIRY 

STORY 


o 


NCE  UPON  a  time  there  was  a 
kind  and  generous  King.  Not 
only  had  he  the  devoted  homage  of 
his  subjects  but  also  two  beautiful  daugh- 
ters. These  were  so  fair  of  face  and  fig- 
ure that  many  suitors  sought  their  hands. 

One  of  the  daughters  was  beautiful 
and  wise,  but  the  other  was  beautiful  and 
dumb. 

There  came  a  day  one  day  when  a 
noble  knight  passed  heroically  through 
the  kingdom.  A  fair  knight  was  he, 
delicate  of  countenance,  and  tender  of 
bearing. 

He  heard  of  the  wondrous  fame  of  the 
two  beautiful  daughters  and  so  jour- 
neyed to  the  kingdom  to  see  for  him- 
self. 

He  went  to  the  King  and  recjuested 
the  presence  of  the  two  daughters.  The 
King  called  for  them  and  they  were  pre- 
sented to  the  valiant  knight. 

First  he  looked  at  the  beautiful  and 
wise  daughter  long  and  earnestly.  Then 
he  looked  at  the  beautiful  and  dumb 
daughter  long  and  earnestly.  And  then 
he  made  his  decision.  And  which  daugh- 
ter do  you  think  he  fell  in  love  with.'' 

No,  he  did  not  fall  in  love  with  the 
beautiful  and  wise  daughter;  nor  was  it 
the  beautiful  and  dumb  daughter  he  fell 
in  love  with. 

It  was  the  King — this  is  a  fairy  story. 


THE  RADIO  ANNOUNCER 

WRITES  A  POEM 

Her  eyes  are  like  stars; 

(The  Universal  Astronomical  Society  co-operating.) 

Her  lips  are  as  wine. 

{"Buy  better  beer  from  Bill,  the  big  bootlegger." ) 

Her  teeth  are  like  pearls; 

(By  permission  of  Dr.  Doolittle,  the  dentist,  in  conjunction  ivith  the  Gold-Plated 
feivelry  Co.,  Inc.) 

I  hope  she'll  be  mine. 

(Through  the  courtesy  of  fustic  of  the  Peace  Wm.  H.  Splicensplit.) 

This  is — 
Norman  Elliott 
— signing  oil. 


ITEM 
Household  hint:    White  shoes  may  be 
easily  cleaned  by  removing  the  spots. 


ITEM 
Household  hint:    Warts  may  be  gotten 
rid  of  by  burying  a  dead  cat  in  a  ceme- 
tery at  midnight,  especially  if  the  warts 
are  on  the  cat. 


TRAGEDY 
"You've  been  losing  flesh  lately,  haven't 
you?" 

"Yeh,  been  shaving  myself." 


POTENT 
"Say,  do  you  have  to  see  a  doctor  be- 
fore you  can  get  a  drink  in  this  town.-" 
"No,  after." 


'Why  do  you  call  your  car  the  'Mayflower'?" 

"O,  that's  because  so  many  Puritans  hare  come  across  in 


TE  N 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


,i^N 

_0    F 

■ E ■ 

H 

WES 

T 

Eil   R 

N 

'-aPB K— 

ihij^/^^te 

— ■ 

aL-n/\ 

K 1 ■ 

»  my  m 

-r 1— I 

CYNIC        RAILWAY 


AT   LAST   we  get  a   diitct,   non- 
quibbling    definition     of    LOY- 
ALTY, m  the  Alumni  News  by 
Hairy  L.  Wells,  president  of  the  "N.  U. 
Foundation." 

'"We  have  here  at  Northwestern  Uni- 
versity as  loyal  a  body  of  alumni  as  can 
be  found  in  any  school  in  the  country. 
This  excellent  loyalty  has  been  tested  on 
a  hundred  different  occasions,  and  has 
never  once  failed.  .  .  .  Starting  from 
'scratch'  just  four  years  ago,  the  Founda- 
tion has  already  turned  over  to  the  Uni- 
versity the  sum  of  $132,791.00,  represent- 
ing the  combined  contributions  of  some 
7,000  alumni  during  this  period.  It  has 
also  been  instrumental  in  having  North- 
western named  in  a  nuinber  of  wills  for 
bequests  of  a  substantial  nature. " 


We  rejoice  that  we  have  not  a  cold, 
forbidding,  and  unromantic  Dean  of 
Men,  but  rather  a  rhapsodical ,  poetical 
being  tvho  can  create  these  delicate  senti- 
ments that  truly  express  a  noble  heart: 

"I  heard  the  clatter  of  the  birds,  smelled 
the  luscious  fragrance  of  the  spring,  and 
heard  the  warm  wind  sighing  in  the 
cedars.  What  was  it  before  which  we 
stood?"  \And  the  first  guy  who  says 
ti'allpaper  gets  thrown  out  on  his  ear.\ 


Comes  this  thundering  denunciation 
from  a  fair  subscriber  to  our  genial 
Daily,  the  first  spar/^  of  compassion  from 
the  organized  student-fol\  for  the  per- 
secuted unorganized: 

"Northwestern  is  not  doing  her  best 
for  the  unorganized  group  who  are  not 
living  on  this  campus.  There  is  no  place 
for  them  to  go  except  to  the  Library 
[we  shudder]  between  and  after  classes. 
At  noon  they  have  to  cram  a  cold  sand 
vvich  in  a  crowded,  hot,  smelly  lunch- 
room. A  modern  Union  building  .  .  . 
would  pay  for  itself  within  a  few  years 
.  .  .  We  haven't  got  the  money,  you 
say.  I'd  like  to  know  where  it  all  goes 
{McKinloc\,  little  girl] — but  we'll  let 
that  pass  [sigh  of  relief].  Let's  raise 
the  money.  .  .  .     The   expenses  are   al- 


ready heavy,  I  know,  as  I  have  two  sis- 
ters here.  .  .  .  This  is  not  a  plea  for 
myself  as  I  am  an  organized  girl  liv- 
ing on  the  campus.  It  is  a  plea  for  these 
worthy,  ill-treated  classmates  of  ours  who 
come  from  a  distance. " 


Well,  it  seems  that  our  good  and  pious 
Helldodgers  at  Garrett  have  finally  u'ea/^- 
ened  under  the  strain  and  have  rebelled 
against  the  annoying  moral  restrictions 
for  this  year,  according  to  our  Liberal 
.irts  Bulletin: 

"Systematic  Theology:  C6.  Chris- 
tian Ethics:  Persistent  Moral  Problems. 
(Omitted  1930-31.)" 


We  admire  the  earnest  and  heart-felt 
zeal  of  our  Zoology  department.  Par- 
ticularly do  tve  take  great  pride  m  a  cer- 
tain faculty  member  (name  furnished  on 
request)  tvho  educated  his  class  thus: 

"Every  animal  has  its  own  distinct 
odor:  let  me  illustrate — " 


Here  are  cheering  words  for  poor, 
harassed  ex-Professor  Benny  De  Voto. 
At  last  he  is  vindicated  as  a  tnartyr  by 
none  other  than  our  oivn  Dean  of  Men: 

"Note  another  aspect  of  tradition — 
...  it  may  center  itself  ...  on  the 
ivy  clinging  to  the  face  of  the  dormitories, 
or  on  the  colorful  life  of  one  of  our  pro- 
fessors." 


Our  good  Daily — that  intellectual 
giant — complaisantly  analyzes  and  ex- 
plains tvhy  professors  are  the  joyous,  de- 
lighted, merry,  blithesome,  blissful,  and 
felicitous  mortals  they  are.  And  simul- 
taneously we  see  the  poor,  sorrowful, 
lugubrious,  despondent,  and  unhappy 
primitive  peoples  who  tvallow  in  the 
slough  of  Ignorance: 

"Learning  and  knowledge  are  essential 
to  the  growth  and  happiness  of  every  in- 
dividual and  of  every  country." 
• 

We  have  often  wondered  at  the  mighty 

efforts  of  the  Northwestern  co-ed  to  beau- 
tify herself.  Feminine  vanity,  thought 
we  ignorantly,  little  reccing  that  there 
tvas  a  practical  and  very  useful  goal  to 


be  attained;  and  tt  is  Mr.  Poverty  of  out- 
English  department  tvho  has  publicly  re- 
vealed this  in  his  B3  class: 

"Delilah    and    Bathsheba    were    both 
lovely  beyond  conception." 
^ 

Loo/{S  li}{e  some  Big  Shot  on  our 
Daily  couldn't  get  a  date: 

"...  The  Northwestern  co-cd  is 
snooty,  conceited,  egotistic,  grandilo- 
quent, pretentious,  arrogant,  proud, 
stilted,  and  vain." 


We  extend  congratulations  to  our  il- 
lustrious Daily  noiv  that  it  has  cast  off 
all  illusions  about  itself.  We  thrill  at  the 
firm  honesty  and  integrity  of  this  item 
amongst  its  potverful  pages: 

"Petitions  .  .  .  were  called  for  yes- 
terday by  Lew  Taggett,  managing  editor 
of  the  campus  rag." 

♦ 

Shotvmg  the  fearful  havoc  tvrought 
amongst  the  personnel  of  our  good  Daily 
by  the  deleterious  and  noxious  effects  of 
"The  Cynic  Railivay": 

"The  position  (sports  editors)  was  re- 
cently vacated  by  Alden  Jamison,  who 
dropped  from  the  Daily  staff  for  un- 
known reasons." 


There's  hope  for  this  foul  world  yet, 
glory  Hallelujah!  Lool{,  the  Fundamen- 
talists and  the  Evolutionists  have  miracu- 
lously merged  into  one  compatible  whole! 

"The  Bible  group  is  composed  of  a 
small    group    of    medical  students   who 


have  organized  for  the  purpose  of  hav- 
ing devotional  and  Bible  study  and  dis- 
cussion meetings  every  Wednesday." 

■♦ 

Fifty  thousand  students  can't  be  tvrong 
tvhen  they  point  out  the  folloiving  in- 
spired caption  from  our  Daily  for  us  to 
present  herewith: 

"Virgin  Expresses  Appreciation  of  Party's 
Success" 
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A  PROFESSOR 


WANTS  TO  KNOW 


WHEN  PAUL  first  came  to  North- 
western as  a  professor  of  Romance 
Languages  his  English  had  not  yet  lost 
its  textbook  stink.  It  was  too  nice,  too 
grammatical,  too  logical  to  be  native. 
But  he  realizecl  well  enough  whence 
came  the  betraying  odor,  and  he  set  about 
learning  idioms  with  such  commendable 
energy  that  in  a  short  while  his  speech 
had  begun  to  acquire  that  genial  dishev- 
elment  which  marked  it  of  the  stock- 
yards and  the  campus.  Despite  his  effort 
and  will  to  appear  American,  however, 
Paul  did  occasionally  make  mistakes 
both  of  speaking  and  of  understanding. 
These  latter  were  the  more  ludicrous. 

Once  during  the  autumn  football 
mania  I  was  interrogated  by  an  mdignant 
but  bewildered  Paul. 

"It  is  incredible!"  he  said.  "What  does 
it  mean.''  Have  you  seen  them — the 
signs  .^" 


I  soothed  him  into  coherence. 

"It  says — the  sign — "Beat  Notre  Dame" 
and  beat,  what  does  that  mean?  It 
means  strike,  assault!    This  is  sacrilege!" 

I  kept  a  grim  face  and  explained.  No 
one,  I  said,  would  thmk  of  doing  vio- 
lence to  the  Virgin. 

In  the  spring  ot  the  following  year  I 
again  had  occasion  to  listen  to  Paul's 
difficulties.  By  this  time  he  had  grown 
to  know  the  student  body  somewhat. 

"Why  is  it,"  he  asked  with  a  perfect 
simulation  of  naivete,  "why  is  it  that 
when  in  France  we  say  liberty,  equality, 
and  fraternity  we  think  of  them  as  form- 
ing an  inseparable  trinity,  yet  in  your 
American  university  I  have  noticed  that 
liberty  and  equality  are  incompatible 
with  fraternity?     I  cannot  see." 

I  didn't  explain.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
I  couldn't  see  either.  I  never  have  been 
able  to.  G.  B. 


"Ladies  ad  gedelbed,  ne  dow  addoudce  the 
Sbith    Brother's    prograb — " 

THE  REAL  THING 
Salesman     addressing    street-corner 
crowd:     "Try  these  El  Ropo  cigars,  gen- 
tlemen, you  can't  get  better;  I  don't  care 
where  you  go!" 

\'oice;     "I'll  say  you  can't — I  smoked 
one  last  week  and  I  ain't  better  yet." 


NOWADAYS 

Conversation  between  two  salesmen  at 
lunch: 

"You  eating  only  crackers  and  milk — 
what's  the  matter,  on  a  diet?" 

"No — commission." 


"Sir,  do  you  realize  I   was   playing   5   no-trump  doubled?" 


SUCCESS 
"Well,  of  all  the  dumb  fools!     What's 

the  idea  of  leaving  a  can  of  condensed 

milk  for  the  cat?" 

"  'Sallright,  I  left  a  can  opener  too." 
"O,  well,  whv  didn't  you  say  so?" 

THE  COLLEGE 

MEN'S  CREDO 

THEY    BELIE\'E   that    if   they    wear 
their  own  clothes,  thev  may  get  into 
an  automobile  accident. 

They  believe  that  if  they  study  hard, 
they  will  have  a  nervous  breakdown. 

They  believe  that  if  they  use  their  own 
razor  blades,  they  will  cut  themselves. 

They  believe  that  if  they  take  a  girl 
out,  they  must  neck  her. 

They  believe  that  if  they  haven't  a 
roadster,  they're  out  of  luck  with  the 
babes — they're  right. 

M.  D. 
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ANOTHER  ONE  OF 

THOSE  FACUL-TEAS 


Scene — Phew's  Awful  Shop 

Time — 6:30  P.  M.     (By  Courtesy,  Bulova) 

A  portentous  moment  has  arrived  to  the  group  seated  around 
the  long  table  always  reserved  for  the  Faculty  at  Phew's. 

PROFESSOR  Falter  Till  Stopt,  Chairman  of  the  Faculty 
Committee  {solemnly):  Gentlemen,  we  have  come  to- 
gether tonight  on  a  matter  of  supreme  importance,  involv- 
ing the  lives  and  happiness  of  thousands.  The  matter  I  refer 
to,  you  know,  is  the  abolition  of  grades  as  a  sign  of  our  Uni- 
versity's intellectual  advancement.  (Knocl{ing  on  table):  May 
I  have  order,  please.' 

{At  this,  many  of  the  other  professors  who  hare  rested  their 
heads  comfortably  on  the  table  for  a  fetv  hours  of  relaxation 
away  from  the  wor/{-a-day  world,  start  up.) 
Professor  Gread  {grunting):     I'll  try  the  veal. 
Professor  Radish;     Veal,  did  you  say.''     I  got  it  last  time, 
but  they  pulled  a  typographical  error  on  me — it  was  vile. 
Professor  Hydrant:     Haw!     That's  a  horse  on  Radish! 
Mr.   Groxin:     Oh,  do   you   care  for   horses.   Professor   Hy- 
drant? 

Professor  Hydrant:     No,  I  teach  English  for  a  living. 
Professor  Hichbargaixer:      Waitress,    could    I    have    some 
orange-juice,  first,  please.'' 

Waitress  {who  is  getting  the  spirit  of  the  thing):  Sure, 
have  a  crush  on  me. 

Chairman:     Gentlemen,  about  grades — 

CrREAD   {reniiniscently):     I'll   never   forget  the   time   I   went 
hunting  this  fall,  and  had  elk  meat  for  supper  one  night. 
Miss  Fawn:     How  amoosing! 

Professor  Daisy  {aside  adoringly  to  Miss  Robncst):  You 
have  the  most  fascinating  hair. 

Miss  Robnest:  I  know,  but  it's  such  a  bother  fascinating 
it  on  every  morning. 

Miss  Fawn  {aside  and  sniffing):  I  might  have  known  it 
was  all   put  on. 

Daisy:     Do  you  know,  I  could  l{iss  you.'' 
Miss  Robnest  {giggling):     Nonse.x! 
Professor  Snyper:     Where  are  my  stewed  pears? 
Chairman:     Gentlem — 

Professor  Moron:  Speaking  of  stewed  pairs — that  reminds 
me  of  the  couple  I  saw  at  The  Muck  and  Ruck  Beer  Garden 
the  other  night.  The  fellow  was  some  smooth  worker.  Why, 
he  was  a  magician  at  making  love. 

Professor  Glauer:     Sort  of  a  necromancer,  eh? 
Mr.  Moron:     Maybe,  but  you  could  tell  she  sure  had  her  de- 
signs on  him.     She  should  have  used  kiss-proof. 

Professor  Faker:  Anyhow,  college  people  shouldn't  be  al- 
lowed in  such  places.     They  play  havoc  with  one. 

Miss  Fawn:  Oh,  a  gambling  joint!  Professor  Moron,  what 
were  you  doing  in  there? 

Professor  Moulting:     Probably  he  went  in  to  play  a  strum- 


pet solo,  by  special  request  (his  own). 

Chairman:     But — gen — 

Professor  CjAlloping-Consumption:  Whatever  it  was,  it 
was  a  guitar. 

Moulting:     Whadya  mean — guitar? 

Cjalloping:     They  all  guitar-ed  of  listening  to  it. 

Moulting:    You  ought  to  be  guitarred  and  feathered  for  that! 

Professor  Pshawb:  Whenever  I  have  guitar,  I  always 
asthma  doctor  for  a  prescription.  (Incidental  solo  by  Pro- 
fessor Pshawb — "Yassir  Asthma  Baby.") 

Miss  Robnest:  How  can  you  men  visit  such  dens  of  in- 
iquity? 

Professor  Moron:     We  know  the  password. 

Mr.  Gronin:     Madam,  aren't  you  biased? 

Professor  Br.ayin  (yawning):  All  women  are  biased,  son, 
bias  this  and  bias  that. 

Miss  Robnest:  It  wouldn't  surprise  me  if  they  served  nar- 
cotics there. 

Professor  Moulting:  O,  madam,  you  musn't  draw  such 
conclusions  just  because  this  place  is  located  out  in  the  great 
opium  spaces. 

Miss  Babbott  {turning  to  him  and  stamping  her  foot): 
Where's  my  chicken  Moulting? 

Moulting  {whispers  to  Sparkplug  at  his  right):  As  the 
rooster  said  about  his  an.xious  wife:     "See  her  brood!" 

Toper  {glaring  at  Waitress  Russian  in  to  Finnish  taking  off 
rest  of  China.  Much  Confucian  arises — or  it  may  be  incense 
— or  even  nonsense.  She  loo/^s  at  him  inexorably):  What  do 
you  think  you  are — a  sphinx? 

Musical  Interlude:  Professor  Bravin  and  Waitress — "The 
Little  Sphinx  m  Life." 

Toper:  Didn't  I  tell  you  I  wanted  a  glass  ol  half  cream  and 
half  milk  in  a  hurry? 

Waitress  {stoically):  For  a  Russian  order  the  Kremlin 
never  varies!     {By  special  permission  of  the  Copyright  Owners.) 

Chairman  (pounding  on  table):  Gentlemen,  we  have  come 
here  to  speak  of  the  abolition  of  grades — 

At  this  point  Professor  Highbrownell,  who  has  gone  into 
a  brown  study — he  always  has  his  studies  done  in  brown,  be- 
cause the  light  hurts  his  eyes — emerges  ti'ith  a  heavy  load  of 
dusty    manuscripts.      lie   stands    very   gravely   for   a    moment. 

Highbrownell  (solemnly):  I  agree  with  you,  Mister  Pres- 
ident. My  colleagues,  something  must  be  done  about  grades. 
I,  therefore,  make  a  motion  that  we  send  a  petition  to  the  city 
council  requesting  that  all  grade  crossings  be  abolished  between 
Central  and  Davis  Streets. 

Radish  {enthusiastically):     I  second  that  motion! 

The  motion  is  passed  amid  three  loud  huzzahs — but  the  trio 
of  noisy  ivenches  is  immediately  carried  off  by  Highbrownell. 
There  are  handshal^es  of  congratulations  and  beams  of  approval. 
There  is  a  sigh  of  relief.  The  professors  have  stopped  thinl^ing 
and  returned  to  normal. 

Ruth  Walliser. 


THIRTEEN 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


POLLYANNA 


JUST  A  warning,  dears,  from  Old 
Aunt  Polly.  Spring  seems  to  be  set- 
ting in  early  this  year — watch  out  for 
Spring  Fever.  It  sneaks  up  on  you! 
Those  of  us  that  are  going  through  our 
last  season  on  this  campus  are  beginning 
to  wonder.  Up  to  June  eighteenth  the 
trail  is  pretty  straight — after  that  there's 
nothing  in  sight  but  a  blank.  Well,  lets 
talk  about  other  people — that's  a  sure 
cure  for  the  blues. 

We  have  a  lot  of  sympathy  on  hand, 
but  we  can't  seem  to  figure  out  whether 
the  Phi  Mu  Delts  or  the  Phi  Mu  Delt 
pledge  class  are  entitled  to  it. 

Do  you  suppose  Ted  Van  Dellen 
doesn't  know  that  Hettie  Patch  knows 
about  all  the  other  women  he  walks 
around  the  block  with?  Hettie,  after  all. 
Ted,  is  of  college  age  and  mental  equip- 
ment. 

Bert  Riel  and  Tossie  Alex  wish  us  to 
extend  a  cordial  invitation  to  all  coeds 
who  can  cook  to  visit  them  at  their  new 
apartment,  912  Noyes  Street  or  some- 
thing.   I  forget. 

Wayne  Browning,  having  gotten  the 
run-around  for  his  sins  from  one  chapter, 


is  now  reduced  to  the  point  where  he 
calls  eleven  girls  before  he  can  get  a  date. 
One  dance  with  a  Lambda  Chi  is 
enough,  they  say.  Now  I  know  why 
that  erstwhile  Lambda  Chi  of  mine 
would  never  dance. 

PAUL  McDonald  was  at  the  Beach 
with  a  date  the  other  night,  but  they 
left  early.  Speaking  of  the  Beach, 
there  is  a  new  custom  down  there.  When 
the  organ  plays  at — I  mean,  when  the 
orchestra  stops  and  the  man  plays  the 
organ,  everybody  gets  on  the  floor  and 
dances.  But  the  minute  Phil  Spitalny 
raises  his  baton  again,  the  crowd  all 
leaves  the  floor. 

When  the  cat's  away — but  Jo  Alden- 
fifer  doesn't  care  whether  or  not  the  cat 
is  there  or  not.  She  plays  just  the  same. 
Or  weren't  you  at  the  Charity  Ball: 

Rus  Gambill  and  his  Dotty  were  at 
the  Oak  Park  Follies  last  week,  and  like 
a  typical  married  couple  they  left  early 
to  avoid  the  rush. 

Dick  Craig  is  going  Harold  Teen  and 
carting  a  southern  beauty  from  Memphis 
up  here  for  the  Senior  Ball.     This  is  to 


'Why  did  you  leare  your  last  position?" 
'They  caught  me  hissing  my  employer." 
"JVell,    ahf    you    can    start    tomorrow    njorning.' 


let  all  the  girls  who  thought  they  were 
gomg  with  him  know  in  time  to  get 
other  dates. 

Have  you  seen  the  Pictorial  Review? 
We  never  read  it,  either,  but  the  other 
night  somebody  showed  us  that  picture 
of  Bettie  Bacone — in  the  Palmolive  soap 
section.     Just  a  good,  clean  girl,  what? 

Dotty  Davidson  must  have  her  Phi 
Kaps — Mort  Haarvig  if  possible,  but  still 
Phi  Kaps.  They're  not  a  bad  bunch  at 
that — look  at  Ed  Farrell,  and — what's 
the  name  of  the  boy  with  the  sweet  smile 
— Clark,  Johnny  Clark. 

WE  S.\ID  Spring  was  coming  in 
earlv.  Ginny  Sayles  came  back 
to  school  one  Monday  with  the 
news  that  she  had  been  married  since 
the  twenty-third  of  December,  and  that 
she'd  be  seeing  us.  Gosh!  That  same 
day,  Helen  Wageman  left  school,  to  pre- 
pare for  her  wedding  in  April.  And 
darned  if  Martha  Crenshaw  didn't  get 
married  a  couple  of  weeks  ago!  If 
these  engagements  and  marriages  don't 
cease,  even  Old  .\unt  Polly  is  going  to 
become  curious  about  this  love,  what 
you  call. 

Ever  hear  the  word  "galumph?  " 
Know  what  it  means?  Well,  watch  Tiny 
Engebrittzen  on  a  dance  floor. 

Your  Old  Aunt  Polly  has  a  FAC- 
ULTY for   hearing  such  conversations: 

"Great  SCOTT,  what  have  I  done?" 

"HEILMAN,  that  ain't  nothing." 

"But  the  old  man'U  SLAUGHTER 
me." 

"Aw,  there's  always  a  R.\Y  of  hope. 
Just  don't  ring  your  BELL  before  you 
have  a  pull." 

"You  think  you're  pretty  SM.VRT, 
don't  you?  " 

"^^^cll,  you  don't  think  I'm  one  of 
those  HICKS,  do  you?  If  you  want  to 
CALL  me,  it's  okay  by  me.  I  ain't 
FEARING  nobody."' 

"Aw,  keep  your  HATTON.  There's 
no  CO\'ER  charge  around  this  joint." 

"You  can't  G.\NE  anything  like  that, 
boy.  You're  just  another  BODFISH  to 
me." 

"That's  a  LYMAN.  TURNER 
WRIGHT  or  I'll  raise  CAINE." 

"Sign  ort,  kid.  You're  just  a  lotta 
July  SNOW  to  me." 

AUNT  POLLY 
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THE  SORORITY'S 

SECRET 

A   Play  Without  a   Past— Or  a   Future 


Scene  1.     (Vierow's.) 

(Willie  the  Weasel  comes  snea]{iri  in 
thru  the  transom — the  door  is  tvide 
open — .  He  is  assisted  by  no  other  than 
Sna\e  Eye  Boyle,  the  terrible  Phi  Delt 
and  dry  snooper.  Tha  windows  are  all 
lit  up.  So  is  Snal^e  Eye.  Finally  they 
both  get  in.  Willie  loohj  around  and 
spits — so  does  Sna\e  Eye.  Willie  spits 
again — Sna\e  Eye  doesn't.) 

Willie  (walkjn  up  to  bartender): 
What's  yer  name,  Angel  Face? 

B.:     Angel  Face. 

W.:  Say,  don't  get  tough.  Dog 
Breath,  or  I'll  surround  yew  with  silver 
handles.     What's  in  that  bottle? 

B.:  Parlor  polish — 188  proof.  (Sna/{e 
Eye  hides  his  badge;  Willie  and  Sna/{e 
Eye  both  taste  it.) 

W.:  Where's  yur  undertaker's  license? 
,  Yur  under  arrest — cum  with  us. 

B.:  Youse  will  have  to  wait;  I'm  on 
duty  fer  one  hour  yet. 

W.  &S.:  Aw'right,  we'll  wait.  Have 
yew  seen  any  Tri  Delts  around  here? 

B.:  Youse  might  look  back  in  the 
nursery. 

(Willie  and  Snal^e  shove  their  tvay 
thru  baby  carriages,  ladies,  sorority  girls, 
listerine  bottles  and  Bays  case  boo/^s. 
They  finally  get  to  the  nursery.) 

S.:     Nope,  nuthin'  but  garbage. 

W.:  Yer  right,  Snake,  nuthin'  but 
garbage.  But  we  must  go — we  must  get 
that  little  worm  with  the  fuller  brush 
hair — we  must  get  the  murderer  of  Wild 
Bill  Kamisole. 

(They  snea\  out  into  the  gloom.  Sud- 
denly they  freeze  to  their  trac\s  as  they 
see  the  Tri  Delt  tvith  the  fuller  brush 
hair  going  toward  the  quad  on  her  Irish 
Mail.  Our  heroes  jump  on  their  asses 
and  pursue.) 

W.:  Pull  over  to  the  side,  lady,  and 
no  back  talk  either. 

S.:     And  pull  up  yer  garters. 

(The  lady,  whose  name  is  Lou,  climbs 
out  of  her  buggy.) 

L.:  Who  are  yew  and  what  do  yew 
want? 

W.:     We're  game  wardens;  don't  yew 


know  yew  can't  shoot  Sig  Chi's  out  of 
season  ? 

L.:  Wild  Bill  was  no  Sig  Chi;  he  was 
a  Swede. 

W.:  Ah!  We  trapped  her.  Why  did 
yew  kill  him — answer  me! 

S.:  And  remember,  everything  yew 
say  will  be  used  against  yew. 

W.:  Was  it  because  he  passed  the 
Econ  oral? 

L.:     No. 

S.:  Was  it  because  he  had  a  monop- 
oly on  fish  food  smuggling? 

L.:     Hell  no! 

W.:  I  know — yew  killed  him  be- 
cause he  made  the  Last  Word. 

L.:  No  again  and  what's  more,  I 
haven't  any  time;  I  have  to  take  my  Irish 
Mail  home  and  drain  the  crankcase. 

S.:  Cum  across  and  tell  us  why  yew 
killed  him.  I  suppose  it  was  a  circus 
stunt. 

(Hereupon  Lou  breaths  down  in  tears. 
They  all  sit  down  on  the  curbstone. 
Willie  and  Snal{e  both  dry  a  shoulder 
blade  for  her  as  she  tells  her  sad  story.) 

THE    CONFESSION 

Lou:  You  see,  I  was  only  a  freshman 
when  I  started  here.     I  had  a  voice  like 


an  accordion  and  a  shape  like  Noah's 
Ark.  I  was  lonesome  and  bashful — I 
even  went  to  eight  o'clocks.  Then  Wild 
Bill  came  along.  I  liked  his  schoolgirl 
complexion  and  biplane  ears.  He  seemed 
so  manly  with  his  fuzzy  nostrils  and 
googly  eyes.  We  used  to  have  a  lot  of 
fun  together  chasing  sand  flies  and 
throwing  bricks  in  the  water.  He  even 
called  me  Pal. 

Spring  came  with  its  flowers  and  poi- 
son ivy — and  then  summer  time  with 
pollywogs  and  marble  tournaments. 
Then  autumn  came  with  raccoon  coats 
and  one  point  decisions.  I  was  happy 
and  blossomed  out  like  a  mulberry  tree 
because  Christmas  was  coming  and  we 
could  dance  around  the  tree  together  and 
exchange  presents  and  wisecracks. 

CONFESSION    (cont'd) 

Christmas  was  here  with  its  snow- 
flakes,  and  cheer  at  four  dollars  a  pint. 
I  waited  for  Bill  and  his  surprise  pack- 
age. Soon  he  came  along  whistlin' 
"Coming  thru  with  rye, "  and  swinging 
my  Christmas  present  under  his  arm. 
"Perhaps  it  is  a  ring,"  I  thought  as  I 
opened  it  with  nervous  fingers.  I  took 
ofl  the  last  bit  of  paper — and  there — in- 
stead of  a  ring  was — Boo  Hoo  Hoo — Oh, 
this  is  terrible. 

W.  &S.:  Come,  lady,  tell  us;  what 
was  it? 

Lou:    A  book  of  Eddie  Guest's  poems. 

W.:    Let  her  go.  Snake  Eye,  let  her  go. 

THE   END 


Passenger:   "What  are  you  stoning  up  for?" 
Driver:    '^Tliought  I  heard  the  lady  say  ^stop,    sir." 
''She  n-asti't  speaking  to  you;  drive  on." 


FIFTEEN 


EDDERF  AVODROC, 

SAPPA  STIGMA 


By  A.  A.  Edelson 


MENTION   CASANOVA,  Don   Giovanni,   Byron   or 
Frank  Harris,  and  Edderf  busts  into  a  laugh.    Kind 
of  an  empty  laugh  that  Hack  Wilson  lets  loose  when 
a  bushleaguer  is  mentioned.    Only  Avodroc  is  a  tall, 
dark,  strong,  handsome — 

Middlewestern  American  who  can  love.  Ha!  Paradox. 
Headline:  "Prosaic  Illinois  Harbors  Champion  Lover!"  That's 
Edderf  Avodroc.  Different  girl  or  woman  every  night,  every 
night  in  every  year,  every  year  in  every  decade.  At  2:00  a.  m.: 
"But  my  dear  lady,  you  don't  interest  me.  You're  not  even 
pretty.  Please  run  away  to  your  husband."  If  great  hates  are 
born  only  of  great  loves,  how  many  thousands  hate  this  Amorous 
Paragon!    Go  sleepless  for  him.    Lie,  steal,  murder  for  his  favor. 

I  tell  you  the  way  to  stop  this  Terror  is  to  keep 
him  away  from  whiskey.  Drink  helps  him  forget 
his  million  women.  Before  the  vital  part  of  every 
evening  is  past  the  King  goes  tippy.  Next  morning, 
wherever  he  awakes,  he's  forgotten  the  young  lady 
and  prepares  for  the  next  unlucky  damsel. 

But  Edderf  is  merely  marking  time  with  sorority 
stuff.  Deb  heiresses,  L.  Borgias,  royalty,  Catherines 
and  Helens — these  are  what  he  wants.  To  capture 
warm  adventuresses,  cold,  precise,  sharply,  lovely 
blondes  of  the  world,  to  hold  their  hearts  under  lock 
and  key  for  one  night,  and  then  laugh  as  they  flash 
scorn  and  daggers  and  wire  furious  cables  to  their 
important  papas  or  husbands  when  he  drops  them, 
irrevocably. 

You  know  that  a  hundred  wild  stories  flew  around 
campus  when  The  Lover  came  to  good  old  Nertsew- 
thorn.  But  only  a  handful  of  Sappa  Stigmas  know 
why  The  Gallant  decided,  at  fourteen,  to  conquer  a 
different  maiden  every  day  in  every  year  until  he 
would  be  sixty. 

Three  pints  of  straight  liquor  usually  loosened  Ed- 
derf's  tongue.  One  night  he  began  to  tell  us  how 
he  fell  for  the  redhead  when  he  was  fourteen. 
"Maybe  it  was  the  kid's  perfume.  Her  handkerchief 
was  stewed  with  the  stuff  so  I  took  it  home.  I 
pressed  it  to  my  heart.  I  stretched  it  and  tied  my 
own  handkerchief  to  the  kid's."  Hoping,  with  flipping  heart, 
this  might  in  some  mysterious  way  express  his  great  love. 

"Then  I  lelt  a  desire  to  add  handkerchiefs  and  shirts  and 
B.  V.  D.'s  and  rope  until  the  kid's  piece  of  lace  would  be  in  the 
middle  of  a  mile  ol  stuff  tied  together.  See?  I  kept  tying 
rope  and  sheets  to  the  handkerchiefs  until  it  all  could  extend 
for  a  mile.  I  was  mad  about  this  redhead!"  Then  his  great  idea. 

Talking  last:     "I  decided  to  continue  this  chain  every  day — 


keep  adding  a  mile  of  rope  and  junk  with  a  girl's  remembrance 
in  the  middle  of  every  mile.  And  keep  going  until  the  chain 
could  stretch  'round  the  world!"  This  with  triumph  and  a 
drunken  bellow. 

He  told  us  how  he  began  to  get  frocks  for  remembrances, 
and  chemises  and  all  the  dainty  things  some  girls  wear.  "When 
I  get  outside  this  cheap  town  I'll  get  pearls  and  evening  gowns 
and  ermine!  "  He  rushed  away  to  his  date  before  we  could 
defend  the  fair  name  of  Notsnave,  a  town  which  even  I  think 
is  too  smug  for  a  Genius. 

I  tell  you  the  way  to  stop  this  Terror  is  to  keep  him  away 
from  whiskey. 

Another  time  he  told  me  that  he  hides  his  chain  in  a  barn. 
"Every  time  I  get  100  miles — 100  demoiselles — 
I  drive  to  the  barn  and  have  a  beautiful  blue- 
eyed  country  virgin — a  new  one  every  time — add 
the  100  miles  to  the  mileage  already  baptized  in 
the  barn."  And  to  date  he  had  almost  4,000 
miles! 

Laughs  again.  I  feel  like  smashing  his  chin 
through  the  back  of  his  brain.  He's  taken 
all  the  steam  out  of  my  girl. 


.  .  .  Keep  him  away  from  whis- 
kc\ .  I  tried  to  once.  This  hap- 
pened. 

A    certain    young    stage    actress, 

Hortense ,  was  visiting  the 

Electa  Tweeta  girls.  Electric  charm 
about  the  young  lady.  Firm,  slim, 
prettv  bodv.  .And  red,  red  hair. 
The  brilliant  color  of  her  hair  in- 
dicated that  she  could  nc\er  be  a  star  on  the  stage  and  that 
she  would  attract  Avodroc.  I  had  seen  her  in  the  theatre  once 
or  twice,  and  this,  with  a  smattering  of  theatrical  gossip,  was 
enough  with  which  to  touch  her  vanity.  .\lso  a  touch  of  flat- 
tery. Hortense  promised  to  let  B.  Brummell  date  her,  to  re- 
fuse to  let  him  drink  ami  to  be  sure  that  he  got  no  material 
present. 

Edderf   was   pleased   with   the   girl.     .\iid    when   they   met, 


SIXTEEN 


Hortense  lowered  her  smiling  eyes  just  a  teensy  bit  and  acted 
the  ingenue  like  a  trooper. 

Tuesday  night,  when  the  two  were  going  to  a  dance,  every 
botde  of  whiskey,  especially  the  mighty  stuff  from  Sir  Launce- 
lot's  room,  disappeared.  The  King  discovered  the  loss  about 
half  an  hour  before  he  was  to  pick  up  his  date.  He  flew  down- 
stairs, colored  with  anger.  He  didn't  have  his  pants  on  and 
his  tuxedo  shirt  trailed  behind  him.    No  one  laughed. 

"If  I  catch  the  lousy  louse  who  pinched  my  liquor,  I'll  break 
his  lousy  neck.     You  lousy  bunch  of  lousy  crooks!" 

After  this — may  I  paraphrase.? — lousy  speech  we  tried  to 
tell  him  that  the  captain  had  pulled  another  raid  to  get  sup- 
plies for  the  saloons.  Too  furious  to  listen.  Then  a  fat  smile, 
and  The  CJallant  began  to  reminisce:  "I-I-I — ."'  Someone 
reminded  him  that  his  date  would  get  cold  if  he  didn't  snap 
to  it.  Almost  boiled  up  again,  because  he  had  forgotten  the 
time.  Just  enough  to  dress  and  drive  to  the  Tweeta  house. 
"I'll  stop  at  a  saloon  later." 

At  the  dance  Edderf,  every  sense  sober,  knew  he  was  too 
excited  over  Hortense.  The  blazing  hair  and  the  warm  body 
and  the  fragrance  of  her  perfume  brought  back  that  first  great 
love  at  fourteen.     He  asked  for  the  handkerchief. 

"Oh,  but  Eddie,  my  great-great-grandmother  gave  it  to  my — ." 

Byron  flushed.  A  refusal  in  Notsnave! 
Added  zest.  Forbidden  fruit.  He  wanted 
to  hold  her  close  that  night  and  every  night 
for  a  long  time.  He  thought  of  Cleopatra. 
Then  Circe;  and  Circe  brought  on  Ulysses 
and  the  business  of  the  lotus.  He  wanted  to 
drink.  Curious  whizzing  in  his  head.  The 
King  excused  himself  for  a  moment,  drove 
to  a  speakeasy  and  swallowed  in  gulps. 

When  he  got  back  Hortense  was  tired  of 


dancing.  They  went  for  a  drive,  and 
the  Rajah  repeated  his  request  for  the 
handkerchief. 

"Im-posss-ssi-blUe,  my  dear."  (We 
may  be  sure  of  at  least  one  thing  about 
women,  and  that  is  when  once  they  make 
a  promise  they  go  through  hell  to  keep  it.) 

Casanova  was  angry.  This  adamant 
refusal  was  an  annoying  surprise.  Parked 
the  car  and  brought  out  the  bottle.   Hortense  took  second  place. 

"Avodroc  The  Lover,"  came  the  stage  voice,  "if  you  take 
one  gurgle  of  that  terrible  whiskey,  I'll  take  a  cab  home." 
Hortense  was  dying  for  a  drink.  He  threw  the  bottle  away 
and  kissed  her.  Again  and  again.  Had  been  kissing  her  all 
evening  and  even  then  she  snuggled  intimately.  But  she  re- 
fused to  part  with  the  handkerchief.  We  may  be  sure  of  at 
least  one  thing  about  women — . 


"Won't  you  give  a  stocking,  then.'"  Avodroc  began  again. 

"Don't  be  silly." 

"Your  hat,  curl,  chemise.''     Anything.?" 

"No,  no,  no."     She  gave  a  kiss. 

The  Amorous  Potentate  was  perturbed.  Hortense  didn't  give 
a  present  that  evening,  nor  the  next,  nor  the  next.  Meanwhile 
the  mileage  of  his  chain  stood  still. 

We  may  thank  the  Tweeta  sisters,  I  think,  for  the  last  epi- 
sode in  this  affair.  By  Saturday  night,  the  end  of  Hortense's 
stay,  Don  Giovanni  had  modified  his  description  of  her  from 
"rare  and  radiant  redhead"  to  "hamactress."  Not  billingsgate, 
but  royal  disgust.  With  that  infallible  sorority  instinct,  the 
jealous  Tweeta  maidens  sensed  this  change  in  Hortense's 
status,  and  fed  the  poor  girl  alcoholic  chocolates. 

When  Sir  Launcelot  galloped  up  to  the  Tweeta  house  this 
last  night,  his  Imp  of  the  Reverse  was  in  high  spirits.  The 
doped  candy  had  been  followed  by  things  more  liquid,  and 
Hortense  was  reaching  for  the  moon.  Not  drunk,  but  beauti- 
fully flushed  with  pure  delight.  Edderf  was  perturbed  no 
longer.     Hortense  took  his  arm  and  they  went  out. 

Roii'!i'osl{eezamyoozumpeceee! 

That's  what  woke  me  about  four  o'clock  Sunday  morning. 
Avodroc  was  in  front  of  the  Stigma  house  howling  and 
tooting  variations  on  the  six  notes  his  automobile  horn 
played.  He  ran  out  and  pushed  the  doorbells  and  stuck 
pins  in  them.  He  banged  on  windows,  switched  on  all 
the  lights  on  the  lower  floor,  set  the  victrola  and  radios 
singing  at  top  speed,  crashed  away  at  a  piano  and  tor- 
tured a  saxophone.  And  when  a  houseful  of  night- 
shirts and  pajamas  came  running  downstairs  with  mur- 
der in  their  eyes.  The  Answer  to  a  Harem's  Prayer  was 
dancing  on  a  table,  with  a  quart  in  one  hand,  and  in 
the  other  a  dainty,  blue  girdle. 
"Lookit,  you  sleepy  rubes!" 

From  either  pocket  he  pulled  a  well-shaped  pump. 
One  stocking  was  around  his  waist,  the  other  slipped 
over  his  head,  like  a  Santa  Claus  cap.  A  girl's  hat  sat 
at  a  slant  on  his  head.  In  a  trouser  pocket  the  King 
found  a  colored  step-in.  And,  mysteriously,  from  a 
small  vest  pocket  he  drew  out  a  filmy  dress.  All  he 
needed  for  complete  triumph  was  a  receipt  for  a  barrel. 
And  he  swung  the  silly-looking  girdle  until  we  were 
dizzy. 

"Read  it!" 

Casanova  flung  the  girdle  at  someone. 
"I,  Hortense,  give  all  to  thee.  Sir  Irresistible  Edderf 
Avodroc." 

The  Prince  waved  iny  brother-tools  off  to  bed. 
CORE.  "Avaunt,    you    mealy-mouthed    athletes,    you    book 

lovers!  What  do  you  come  to  college  for?  What  do 
you  yoimg  saps  love.'  Footballs  and  books!  Didn't  your  moth- 
ers breathe  the  big  secret  of  Life  to  you.'  Wipe  your  ears, 
babies.  Girls  and  women,  women  and  girls  make  this  uni- 
versity, make  this  Notsnave,  make  this  world.  Delights  of  love, 
urge  of  happiness;  women  teach  everything.  Sunshine  always! 
Woman!" 

I  stood  and  looked  at  the  c]uart  bottle  in  his  hand.  I  tell 
you  the  way  to  stop  this  Ter — . 
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AMONG  THE  straining  problems 
the  university  offers  may  be 
added  the  question:  Is  it  possi- 
ble to  find  better  dramatic  reviewers 
anywhere  than  those  who  have  faithlessly 
served  the  Daily  in  the  past  three  years? 
I  am  the  last  person  in  the  world  who 
should  throw  stones  out  of  my  glass 
house,  and  of  course  that  is  why  these 
lines  are  written.  We  are  sure  the  Daily 
will  receive  this  as  impersonal  comment. 

In  the  past  three  years  four  men  have 
been  appointed  to  review  Chicago  plays 
for  the  paper.  None  of  the  four  showed 
more  than  the  faintest  knowledge  of  the 
current  theatre,  of  the  principles  of 
drama,  or  of  the  history  of  the  stage. 
Several  of  them  could  not,  or  did  not 
think  it  worth  their  time  to  write  proper 
English,  and  did  not  have  the  barest  abil- 
ity to  interest  readers. 

Northwestern  has  hundreds  of  students 
who  like  the  theatre,  and  many  who  love 
it.  Yet  for  three  years  the  Daily  has  per- 
sisted in  frivolous  dramatic  reviewing. 
Numbers  of  students  are  regular  theatre- 
goers, and  houses  often  attend  the  the- 
atre in  large  parties.  The  School  of 
Speech  mounts  plays,  teaches  many  of  its 
students  appreciation  of  the  stage  and 
enrolls  professional  actors.  For  these 
reasons  and  because  the  second  market  of 
American  drama  is  thirty  minutes  from 
the  campus,  the  dramatic  critic  of  the 
Daily  should  be  one  of  the  most  consci- 
entious and  capable  theatrical  columnists 
writing  for  a  university  paper. 

Daily  files  reveal  that  such  an  intelli- 
gent condition  once  existed.  Prof.  T.  O. 
Mabbott  publicly  commented  on  a  Daily 
review  in  a  respectful  manner.  Spirited 
notices  by  Raymond  Levy,  Leo  Lerner 
and  Sydney  Penner,  among  others,  ap- 
peared two  or  more  times  almost  every 
week.  Reviews  were  even  reprinted  by 
request.  There  was  confident  criticism, 
witty,  cutting  and  discriminating  com- 
ment on  the  theatre,  which  was  read  and 
appreciated  by  theatrical  managers  as 
well  as  students. 


During  three  years  the  column  has 
been  going  to  pieces,  and  this  year  the 
funny  thing  has  fallen  into  the  farcical. 
When  it  does  appear,  about  once  or  twice 
a  month,  it  is  lifeless,  formless  and  in 
unforgivable  language. 

Partiality  has  spoiled  this  department 
of  the  paper.  If  the  present  negligible 
dramatic  reviewer  is  allowed  any  longer 
to  keep  a  discriminating  critic  from  writ- 
ing in  his  place,  we  feel  this  will  not  only 
be  an  irritable  burden  to  the  patience  of 
the  Daily's  readers,  but  a  gross  insult  to 
their  intelligence. 

WITH  THE  approval  of  Chicago's 
noble  judiciary,  gained  by  the 
deletion  of  two  skits  about  Chi- 
cago, Earl  Carroll's  S\etch  Boo\  carries 
on  at  the  Garrick.  As  revues  go  it  has 
a  certain  vigor,  supplied  mainly  by  the 
trained  legs  and  wit  and  mimicability  of 

'■"RCMEMBER-AVyTH/NS 
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EARL   CARROLL'S  SKETCH  BOOK. 

Will  Mahoney,  who  stops  the  show  with 
his  musical  tap  dance  on  an  xylophone. 
One  uproarious  novelty  is  huge;  a  bath- 
room burlesque  in  which  the  stage  is 
drenched  with  water  and  splattered  with 
shaving  cream,  and  in  which  a  police- 
man, plumber,  a  presumably  nude  lady 
and  her  husband  find  themselves  play- 
ing in  a  water-basin.  William  Demarest 
and  the  changeless  Three  Sailors  are  fea- 
tured. 

RELIGIOUS  OVERDOSE  and 
underdose  is  illustrated  in  two 
plays   this   month.     Torch   Song 


(Blackstone)  has  not  enough  of  what 
passes  as  the  true  religious  spirit,  and 
Lazano  (Goodman)  is  filled  with  a 
deadening  excess  of  spiritual  bigotry  and 
renewed  faith. 

The  rapidity  with  which  some  charac- 
ters in  Torch  Song — "Onward  Christian 
Soldiers" — get,  lose  or  re-get  religion  is 
as  harassing  as  it  is  astounding.  Mr. 
Kenyonson's  drama  about  sin  among  the 
Ohio  drummer-salesmen  is  Rain  without 
Jeanne  Eagels.  In  the  play,  the  life  of 
a  roadhouse  falls  in  love,  but  her  man 
marries  someone  else.  Later,  she  and  he 
meet  in  an  Ohio  town,  he  a  traveling 
salesman,  she  the  purest  of  Salvation 
Army  girls.  When  she  pulls  the  Army's 
gags  on  him,  he  deserts  a  wild  party. 
But  later  that  night  she  comes  to  his 
room  to  further  impress  on  him  the  good 
things  God  holds  out  for  him,  and  her 
religious  fervor  awakens  smouldering 
love.  Passion  and  the  American  Tragedy 
again.  With  a  red  dress  and  a  tam- 
bourine she  again  becomes  the  ginning 
and  smoking  cabaret  dancer.  But  after  a 
few  dramatic  passes  the  Army  man  who 
had  previously  saved  her  and  whom  she 
respects  profoundly,  leads  her  back  to  the 
fold. 

This  up  and  down  movement  of  the 
religious  barometer  is  good  but  uncon- 
vincing drama  because  the  Army  attitude 
is  preached  with  a  heavy  quality  which 
hasn't  the  stageworthiness  of  the  roman- 
tic treatment  in  Major  Barbara.  Joan 
Blair,  the  dancing  Army  girl,  carries  her 
religion  and  sin  with  grace,  and  Arthur 
Shaw,  a  veteran  drummer,  takes  good 
care  of  the  plentiful  comedy. 

PIRANDELLO'S  LAZ.iRRO  is  a 
tedious  play  which  has  to  be  de- 
fended. When  defense  is  necessary, 
that  means  the  instructive  portion  of  the 
play  dominates  the  entertainment. 
Lazarro,  besides  being  prolix,  undra- 
matic  and  consistently  boring,  is  an  un- 
skillful play  filled  with  irrelevancies. 

In  the  story,  the  religious  fanaticism  of 
Diego,  an  Italian  planter,  causes  his  wife 
to  run  away  to  live  in  simple  adultery 
with  a  peasant,  his  son  to  desert  the 
church  in  disgust,  and  his  daujrhter  to 
become  paralytic.  When  he  is  killed  by 
an  automobile  and  brought  back  to  life 
with  adrenalin,  his  belief  is  shattered, 
(Conliniied  on  page  30) 
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^O  YOU  prefer  virtuous  women?" 
asked  the  nun,  quizzing  the 
young  priest. 

"It    depends,"    said    he,    remembering 
Ernie  Hahne's  password  to  success. 

"That's  correct,"  said  she,  who  was  a 
coed  in  disguise,  and  also  an  economist. 
Which  palaver  is  just  my  cute  way  of 
given  yuh  th' 
dope  on  how  to 
get  an  "A"  from 
Ernie. 

Yuh  know, 
gang,  I  ain't  sure 
jus'  wot  yuh  call 
this  lil'  happy 
fambly  o'  ours, 
but  I'm  damned 
sure  (damned  if 
I  ain't)  this  ain't 
no  Mutual  Ad- 
miration Society. 
But  when  I  wuz 
doin'  a  HI'  re- 
search for  this 
session,  an'  sorta 
messin'  around 
tryin'  t'  get  a  line 
up  on  gentleman 
Ernie,  I  found  I  couldn't  be  nonchalant 
fer  th'  simple  reason  that  his  studes  ac- 
tually couldn't  sling  any  dirt  on  him! 
Imagine  th'  embarrassment  t'  find  he 
wuzO.  K.!! 

I  ast  an  intelligent  (allegedly)  coed 
wot  she  thought  o'  the  lad — an'  th'  dumb 
egg  sez,  "He's  got  th'  nicest  eyes!"  Fea- 
ture that  on  yer  victrola!  Your  maestro 
took  a  good  look  at  th'  gentleman,  an' 
all  we  found  wuz  that  he  looked  like  a 
good-natured  squirrel  with  his  cheeks 
full  o'  nuts!  But  mebbe  that's  just  from 
association  with  coUitch  boys! 

But  for  all  o'  that,  he's  wot  yuh  might 
call  th'  Beau  Brummel  o'  the  Econ  De- 
partment. That  is,  he  would  be  if  he 
wasn't  gettin'  that  middle  age  spread, 
an'  sorta  leanin'  bow-ward  in  th'  region 
o'  his  belt  buckle.  Queer,  ain't  it,  wot 
potatoes  does  fer  th'  girlish  figger!  An' 
I  wouldn't  be  fer  absolutely  knowin'  but 
I  got  th'  dire  suspicion  th'  naughty  boy 


//  Halitie   quizzes   you,   you   sonofaguit, 
Here's  lite  dope  to   gain   your  ends: 
Don't    gire    up    the   ship — you're    not    un- 
done— 


You'll  get  your  "A' 
pends!" 


bites  his  cute  lil'  fingernails!  Ooh! 
Mamma  spank  if  baby  don't  eat  oop  all 
da  oatmeal  an'  stop  chewin'  his  lil'  pink 
thumbs ! 

But  I  got  th'  dope  on  this  proposition! 
Ernie's  got  the  terrible  habit  o'  shakin' 
his  finger  in  th'  pan  o'  a  quakin'  student 
when  said  nit  wit  is  a  tryin'  t'  answer 
a  stumper  what 
the  honorable 
dean  threw  his 
way.  Mos'  dis- 
concertin',  I'd 
say!  Enyhow, 
one  day  a  bright 
son  of  Jehovah 
in  th'  back  o'  th' 
room  felt  sorry 
for  a  sophomore 
whose  nose  wuz 
playin'  hide  and 
seek  with  Er- 
nie's finger  an' 
he  piped  out, 
"H  e  y ,  H  a  h  n  e , 
don't  point  that, 
ther's  a  nail  in 
it!"  An"  Hahne, 
like  th'  obligin' 
soul  he  is,  has  ever  since  been  tryin'  in 
his  simple  way  t'  remove  the  bad  nail! 
Laugh  that  oft,  you  such-and-such! 

Enyhow,  gang,  I  couldn't  come  t'  th' 
tail  o'  this  tale,  without  mentionin',  in 
my  own  sweet  way.  Lad  Ernie's  sense  o' 
humor.  It's  sorta  perennial,  if  yuh  get 
wot  I  mean.  Th'  same  jokes  keep  crop- 
pin'  up  agin  an'  another  time  like  catnip 
in  a  flower  bed.  But  jest  th'  same,  th' 
babes  wot  ain't  heard  'em  before  like 
'em,  an'  that's  that. 

This  guy  Hahne's  purty  white,  so  they 
tell  me.  An'  I  ain't  suggestin'  he's  a 
lily  either.  He's  not  wot  any  cook  would 
call  a  soft  egg — but  he  gives  th'  kids  a 
break  now  an'  then,  an'  I'm  all  fer 
keepin'  him  in  this  man's  coUitch. 
'S'matter  of  fact,  I  suggest  as  much  t' 
Walter.  But  then,  yuh  know,  as  th' 
intelligentzia  is  always  wont  to  say — 
"It  all  depends!" 

An'  Co. 


if  you'll  say  "It  de- 


TRUE  STORY 

It  was  at  a  seance.  The  medium 
called  forth  the  spirit  of  a  departed  col- 
lege youth  for  the  benefit  of  his  room- 
mate. 

"Hello,  Al,"  called  the  room-mate 
doubtfully,  "is  that  you.-^" 

"Yeh,  pal,"  came  back  the  reassuring 
answer,  "it's  me  all   right." 

"Did  you  get  to  heaven — or  the  other 
place?" 

"O,  I  got  to  heaven  all  right." 

"That's  fine;  how  is  it?" 

"Lousy!  When  I  crossed  the  Styx  I 
got  my  feet  wet  and  caught  a  hell  of  a 
cold;  and  I  slipped  on  the  golden  stairs 
and  tore  most  of  the  feathers  off  my  left 
wing;  then  they  gave  me  a  harp  all  out 
of  tune  and  with  three  strings  broken  be- 
sides; I  had  to  wait  six  weeks  for  my 
halo,  and  when  it  did  come  it  didn't  fit 
worth  a  damn;  not  only  that,  but  sitting 
on  clouds  makes  me  feel  like  a  kid  again; 
and  when  I  sit  on  the  golden  streets  I 
sure  get  a  pain  in  .  .  ." 

But  the  room-mate  had  long  since  de- 
parted. 


SCENE  FROM  LIFE 
"Has  Professor  Flunkum  finished  his 
lecture?" 

"Long  ago,  but  he  hasn't  stopped  yet." 


"Pardon    me,    I    hare   forgotten    the    name 
but  the  breath  is  familiar." 
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"O   /lOB'  7   wish   the  Lord   hail   made   me 
a  man!" 

"Well,  kid,  here  I  am!" 

PROPERTY  RIGHTS 
"Hey,  what's  that  damn  racket  there?" 
"Aw,   this    guy    here    wants    his    own 

way." 

"Well,  it  it's  his  why  tlon't  you  give  it 

to  him.'" 

THE  POET'S 

LAMENT 

Nobody  knows  how  dry  1  am, 
Nobody  cares  how  dry  I  am. 

I'd  swap  a  wheeze  lor  some  bread  and 

cheese. 
My   pen   I'd  ply  for  some   ham  on   rye. 

My  skit  is  read  for  a  loaf  of  bread, 
All  rights  are  thine  lor  a   jug  of  wine. 

I'd  tell  my  talc  for  some  roasted  quail. 
Give  an  autograph  for  a  good  gin  quaff. 

I'd  write  or  quote  for  a  table  d'hote, 
I'd  barter  art  for  some  a  la  carte. 

I'd  give  my  rhymes  for  a  few  thin  dimes, 
I'd  trade  my  verse  for  a  jingling  purse. 

I'd  sell   my  prose  lor  some  decent  hose, 
I'd  change  my  muse  for  a  pair  of  shoes. 

D.  N. 


THE  VILLAGE 

JOKESMITH 

(I  Lilted  Yours,  Too,  Hanl{) 


Under  the  spreading  chestnut  tree 
The  village  Jokesmith  rests; 

Jokesmith,  a  flighty  man  is  he, 
One  of  our  greatest  pests; 

And   the   gags   he   pulls  are   ages  old 
Even  by  modern  tests. 


He  goes  of  evenings  to  the  shows, 

And  sits  among  the  boys; 
With  vim  he  hears  the  vaudeville  view, 

And  makes  a  funny  noise. 
So  busy  copying  the  lines, 

He  can  hardly  keep  his  poise. 


His  hair  is  long,  he  needs  a  trim,  It  sounds  to  him  like   priceless  stuff. 

His  face  is  pinched  and  pale;  He  must  be  on  the  track! 

His  nails  could  stand  a  manicure.  His  train  of  thought  is  left  unwrecked. 

But  he  dives  into  his  mail  He  has  what  he  wants  in  a  pack; 

And  linds  there  many  an  awful   threat  But  editors  think  it  priceless,  too. 

That  would  make  strong  men   quail.  He  finds  when  they  shoot  it  back. 


Week  in,  week  out,  from  morn  to  night. 
You  can  hear   his  typewriter  click; 

You  can  hear  him  groan  when  he  reads 
aloud 
In   a   voice   that's  harsh  and  quick. 

Like  that  of  one  who's  mixed  his  drinks 
And  so  feels  mighty  sick. 

And  children  coming  home  irom  school 

Will  scurry  past  the  door 
For  fear  that  he  will  call  them  in 

To  pull  the  cracks  of  yore. 
To  serve  old  chestnuts  once  again — 

A   thing  which   they   abhor. 


OPPORTUNITY 

Two  bandits  boarded  a  train  and  an- 
nounced: "This  is  a  hold-up — don't  be 
alarmed — we  won't  hurt  anyone.  We're 
just  going  to  rob  the  men  and  kiss  the 
women." 

One  old  gendeman  gallantly  opposed 
them:  "You  curs — rob  us,  but  if  you 
touch  a  woman  here  I  shall  raise  an 
alarm  even  if  it  cost  me  my  life." 

The  firm  voice  of  an  old  maiden  lady 
immediately  burst  out:  "Say,  mister,  you 
shut  up  and  mind  your  own  business. 
These  two  gentlemen  here  arc  robbing 
this  train!" 


EDUCATION 

Little    girl:       "I     know    something     1 
won't  tell.   .  .  ." 

Adult:      "You'll    get   over   that   when 

you  get  to  college." 

■*■ 

DEFINITION 
Home:     Place  where  you  can  scratch 
no  matter  where  it  itches. 


Copying — snitching — stealing. 
Backward  through  life  he  goes; 

Each  morning  sees  another  theft, 
Each  evening  adds  more  woes; 

Since  his  electric's  been  cut  off. 
Slight  has  been  his  repose. 

No  thanks  to  you,  my  worthless  friend, 
For  the  chestnuts  you  retail! 

Thus  at  the  withered  tree  of  life. 
When  fruit  and  blossom  pale, 

There's  sure  to  be  a  parasite 
Like  vou  to  make  it  ail. 

D.  N. 


WE  KNOW  IT 
Memoirs  of  a  movie  staress:   ".  .  .  My 
first  part  in  the  movies  was  in  'The  Ten 
Commandments,'    but    I    had    to    break 
everv  one  of  them  to  get  it.  .  .  ." 


LOGICAL 

"What  are  you  slowing  up  for.''" 
"Well,  it  says  here  in  the  road  direc- 
tions to  turn  to  the  left  and  follow  the 
trolley;  guess  well  have  to  wait  till  one 
comes." 


TOO  BAD 

Minister  to  worried-looking  bride- 
groom standing  before  him  with  the 
bride:  "^^'hat's  the  trouble — did  you 
lose  the  ring'  " 

"N-no,  sir — just  my  enthusiasm." 


WHY  NOT.? 

"Dear  Editor:  I  would  like  to  know 
how  long  cows  should  be  milked." 

"Dear  Sir:  The  same  as  short  cows, 
we  believe. " 
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THE  TRAVELING  SALESWOMAN 

AND  THE  FARMER'S  SON 

I  was  only  a  young  boy, 

Unacquainted  with  the  facts  of  Hygiene. 

She — ah,  she  was  beautiful; 

She  looked  like  the  Chesterfield  (paid  adv.)  sign 

On  the  billboard  at  Four  Corners. 

She  stopped  at  the  gate. 

I  was  plowing  the  cornfield; 

I  always  plow  the  cornfield  on  Saturdays. 

I  have  a  regular  schedule,  you  know: 

Wheatfield  on  Monday,  barley  Tuesday,  wild  oats  Wednesday, 

Grapenuts  Thursday,  hayfield  Friday,  and  cornfield  Saturday. 

She  stopped  at  the  gate. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  sir. 

Could  you  tell  me  the  way  to  the  Y.  W.  C.  A..''" 

She  looked  so  little  and  helpless 

Sitting  there  in  her  tiny  Cord  roadster — 

How  could  I  bear  to  tell  her  there  was  no  Y.  W.  C.  A. 

When  she  stopped  at  the  gate? 

I  mopped  the  honest  sweat  from  my  brow 

With  my  best  red  handkerchief. 

"FU  show  you — er,  that  is,  if  you'd  like, 

Fil  take  you  to  the  Y — I  mean,  the  Y.  W.  C.  A." 

Smiling  her  gratitude,  while  I  tied  the  horses, 

She  stopped  at  the  gate. 

I  climbed  in  beside  her — my  heart  beat  wildly 

When  she  turned  the  car  around.    "But,  Nellie — " 

I  protested,  "the  town's  east — " 

"That's  why  Fm  going  west,"  she  said. 

Little  did  I  reck  my  whole  life  would  be  blighted 

When  she  stopped  at  the  gate. 

"Have  a  cigarette?"  she  tempted  me — I  took  one, 

Although  we  have  a  tradition  that  no  gentleman  smokes  on  the  south  forty  acres. 

"Have  a  drink?"  she  said — I  took  one — 

My  first  .  .  . 

She  turned  down  the  lane  leading  into  the  woods 

And  stopped  at  the  gate. 

It  was  growing  dark. 

She  leaned  toward  me  confidingly,  crooning, 

"I  have  something  very  personal  to  ask  you." 

I  was  growing  worried.    Father  would  miss  me  at  breakfast. 

She  whispered — "Did  you  ever — I  mean,  would  you — 

Have  you  a  little  tractor  in  your  home?" 

I  cried,  "Father  warned  me  of  this." 

She  begged,  "Please,  but  Fm  from  Peoria." 

I  groaned,  "This  wouldn't  have  happened  if  Fd  stayed  in  the  cornfield." 

She  cooed,  "And  I  represent  the  Caterpillar  Tractor  Company." 

Firmly  I  said,  "But  Fm  not  that  kind  of  a  man — and  besides, 

Will  you  take  me  home  right  away?" 


(FOR  WOMEN  ONLY) 

Saleslady:    "Something    in    the    way    of    a 
foundation  garment,  perhaps?" 


YOURS 
TRULY 


She  stopped — at  the  gate. 


F.  A.  G. 


The  automobile  accessory  man  ends 
his  letters  with: 

Until  you  tire  of  me. 

The  shoemaker  closes  his  passionate 
love  letters  with: 

Solely  yours. 

The  men's  haberdashery  proprietor 
closes  his  missives: 

I  clothes  with  all  regards. 

The  talkie  manufacturer  ends  thusly: 

With  sound  wishes. 

The  tailor  signs  this  way: 

Hoping  this  suits  you. 

The  jelly  manufacturer  gets  away  with 
this: 

May  your  health  be  preserved. 

The  optician  signs  his  letters: 

Until  you  see  me  again. 

The  hair  restorer  should  be  shot  for 
closing  thus: 

Until  I  hair  from  you  again. 

The  banker  concludes: 

May  God  save  you  for  a  long  and 
prosperous  life.  A/.  D. 


TWENTY-ONE 


PURPLE 


R  ROT 


I  DREAMED 

THIS  STORY 

(Cast  of  characters  of  any  college  story) 


Chap.  I 

RONNIE  Armistead.  The  boy  Chlorine 
met  in  the  administration  building 
on  the  first  day  of  school.  Fat, 
blonde,  not  football  material  but  blazing 
forth  in  a  lettered  sweater,  lettered  '32. 
The  boy  who  laughed  but  who  came  back 
to  beg  themes  later.  The  very  themes 
which  passed  his  "D's"  into  the  "C" 
field.  School  life  tragedy  in  the  impression 
athletes  give  at  first  appearance.  Poor 
Chlorine  ready  to  cry  because  her  credits 
hadn't  arrived,  and  here  was  Ronnie 
ready  to  tease  her  and  to  make  her  cry. 
What  if  she  should  cry.?  and  what  if 
someone  should  see  her.''  Maybe  she 
wouldn't  make  a  sorority  after  all. 
Chap.  II 
Six  O'clock,  the  tall,  thin  boy  on  a 
blind  date  after  pledging.  The  evening 
a  failure  because  poor  little  Chlorine  had 
never  before  been  introduced  to  the  inti- 
macies of  a  rumble  seat.  Six  O'clock  who 
said    a    meagre    and    sarcastically    sweet 


good-night  on  the  steps  of  the  Delta 
Sigma  Delta  house  leaving  her  to  walk 
alone  to  her  boarding  house.  Poor  Chlo- 
rine with  so  much  to  learn  and  with  no 
one  to  teach  her. 

Chap.  Ill 
Red  SiMMS.  The  blind  date  for  the 
Delta  Sigma  Delta  Christmas  formal. 
Big,  raw-faced,  raw-mannered  and 
wholly  unattractive  but  with  an  invita- 
tion for  his  own  fraternity  formal  pro- 
viding Chlorine  would  wear  a  backless 
dress.  Again  Chlorine  in  tears  as  disillu- 
sionment stalks  across  the  scene  of  the 
college  playlet. 

Chap.  IV 
Pat  Hvlman.  The  boy  who  passed 
the  ex.  after  a  thorough  perusal  of  Chlo- 
rmes  English  Lit  paper.  \  decent  boy 
until  after  dark.  One  to  be  proud  of  in 
introducing  to  one's  parents  but  one  to 
be  forgotten  in  a  hurry.  Pat  was  all  any 
girl  could  want  but  he  didn't  want  any 
girl  and  to  him  Chlorine  was  any  girl. 


Chap.  V 

Emery  Slater.  The  garage  mechanic 
with  the  greasy  face  and  the  dirty  nails. 
The  inevitable  man  of  a  college  girl's 
career.  The  man  who  couldn't  be  cured 
of  ain't  and  don't  it.  The  man  who 
called  up  always  at  the  wrong  time  but 
the  boy  one  married  in  the  end  when 
final  disillusionment  had  been  accom- 
plished. 

Chap.  VI 

D.  Broxley  Smythe.  The  prof.  There 
is  one  in  the  life  of  every  co-ed  (especial- 
ly featured  in  the  true  college  story). 
The  man  who  admired  the  writing  of  the 
young  student  and  who  made  a  sideline 
specialty  of  complimentary  remarks  di- 
rected at  Chlorine's  tiny  feet  and  blonde 
hair.  D.  Broxley  always  good  for  a  walk 
through  campus  on  the  way  home  from 
the  library. 

Chap.  VII 

Simpson  McGr.\th.  The  one  wealthy 
boy  who  had  been  graduated  in  the  few 
years  past  from  some  other  school.  The 
one  with  the  big  car,  no  brains,  and  the 
collegiate  air  unbecoming  to  graying 
hair.  The  man  with  the  weekly  offering 
of  roses  for  Chlorine. 

Chap.  VIII 

Humphrey  McGregor.  The  last  one 
who  lasted  only  through  commencement 
exercises.  The  one  to  add  the  forty- 
ninth  diary  to  the  list  of  graduation  pres- 
ents. The  man  easily  forgotten  in  the 
two  years  following  graduation  and  be- 
fore marriage  to  the  mechanic  who  in  the 
meantime  had  bought  a  nail  file  and  be- 
come the  owner  of  a  "Greasing  Palace." 

/.  W. 


WATER 

"Just  attended  a  great  house  dance. 
We  had  apple-cider,  lemonade,  grape 
juice,  and  punch  for  refreshment." 

"Not  bad;  have  anything  to  drink, 
though.'" 


Oscar,  the  campus  philosopher,  says  that  we  mortals  are  like  sign-posts  on  a  road — always 
pointing  the  way  but   never  going  ourselves. 


CHAMPION  DON  JUANS 
"What  are  all  those  silver  vases  with 

the  handles  and  the  decorations.'" 

"O,  those  are  loving  cups.    We  won 

them  as  trophies." 

"Gee,  when  do  you  have  practice.'" 

LITERAL 

"Well,  well,  are  you  in  college  for  good 
now  f 

"Hell,  no,  I'm  in  a  sorority." 


TWENTy-TWO 


P  L  R  P  L 


R  ROT 


BASED  ON  A 

LOCAL  EVENT 

Rosibelle  from  Podunk  came  to  Willard  Hall  to  stay 

To  brush  her  education  up — and  if  chance  came  her  way 

To  acquire  sophistication  and  an  ease  with  swank,  smooth  boys, 

To  know  the  ways  of  city  "gents"  and  have  just  lots  of  poise. 

For  before  she  left  the  homestead  her  mother  shook  with  doubt 

And  said,  "The  gangsters  will  get  you  if  you  don't  watch  out!" 

So  Rosie  came  to  Evanston,  her  mother's  words  to  heed, 

But  a  trifle  disappointed,  because  there  was  no  need 

To  mind  them.    "Maw,  for  your  Rosie  have  no  fear," 

She  wrote,  "Evanston's  like  Podunk;  they  censor  movies  here." 

But  Rosie  little  dreamed  what  for  her  lay  in  store — 

The  Mystery  Man  stalked  in  her  life — the  man  in  the  brown  fedor'. 

One  night  she  craved  a  cigarette;  it  was  a  longing  bold; 

Only  brazen  women  smoked,  in  Podunk  she'd  been  told. 

But  coming  to  Northwestern,  she  simply  couldn't  lag 

Behind  the  crowd,  so  she  learned  to  puff  a  wheezy  fag. 

This  night  she  rolled  pajama  legs  and  pulled  on  shoes  and  hose, 

Drew  on  a  coat  so  none  should  know  she  wore  improper  clothes. 

Slipped  downstairs,  crept  through  the  hall  and  out  the  side  door  ran 

When  from  behind  the  bushes  stepped  a  brown  fedora-ed  man. 

She  couldn't  shriek,  she  couldn't  move,  she  only  stood  and  looked; 

If  any  thought  went  through  her  head,  it  was  "My  goose  is  cooked." 

He  surveyed  her  blandly,  then,  "Is  this  the  music  school.?"  asked  he. 

She  stuttered,  "Y-yes,  n-no,  I  guess  I'll  go  and  see." 

She  stirred  herself  to  action  more  with  vigor  than  with  grace. 

She  fled  inside  and  slammed  the  door  right  in  his  manly  face. 

She  flew  upstairs  all  breathless,  red-faced  and  saucer-eyed. 

Burst  in  upon  a  session,  "I  saw  a  man,"  she  cried, 

"He  wore  a  brown  fedora  and  he's  wandering  about, 

"The  Mystery  Man  will  get  you  if  you  don't  watch  out." 

Rosie  was  a  heroine,  they  looked  on  her  with  awe; 

Chattered  wildly;   recognized  him  in  every  man  they  saw. 

Except  one  homely  girl,  whom  it  cannot  be  denied 

Was  very  hard  to  look  upon.     She  gazed  in  her  glass  and  sighed, 

"Well,  dearie,  it's  now  or  never;  I  think  I'll  stroll  about 

Or  they'll  have  him  in  the  hoosegow  if  I  don't  watch  out." 


/.  V.  E. 


BUSINESS  NOTES 
This    business    depression    must    be 
pretty    bad — even    the    liars    are    com- 
plaining. 


OUR  DUMB  FRIENDS 
"Awful  rumpus  in  the  show  last  night. 

You  remember  that  white  horse  in  the 

act?" 

"Sure,  some  actor,  that  horse." 
"Well,  it  lashed  out  and  kicked   the 

leading  man." 

"O,  so  it's  become  a  critic,  too!" 


QUITE  TRUE 

"Heard  your  dog  howling  last  night; 
if  he  howls  three  nights  in  succession  it's 
a  sure  sign  of  death,  did  you  know  that?" 

"Silly  superstition!  And  whose  death, 
may  I  ask,  will  it  be?" 

"The  dog's." 

MORE  SCOTCH 

"Ach,  Sandy,  the  baby's  swallowed  a 
penny!" 

"Wee-11,  let  him  ha'e  it — tomorrow's 
his  birthday." 


POLITICS 

The  sophomore  class  was  holding  a 
general  meeting.  The  president  of  the 
class  had  finished  a  fervent  appeal  for 
funds  for  the  formal  dance,  and  offered 
to  answer  any  questions. 

A  voice  in  the  crowd  called  out:  "And 
how  much  of  this  money  will  stick  in 
your  pockets?" 

Immediately  four  big  athletes  rushed 
off  the  speaker's  platform,  pulled  the 
owner  of  the  voice  out  in  the  aisle, 
knocked  him  down,  jumped  all  over  him, 
and  finally  dragged  him  out  the  door  and 
threw  him  into  the  gutter.  After  quiet 
had  been  restored,  the  president  ad- 
vanced toward  the  front  of  the  platform, 
and  said: 

"Are  there  any  other  questions?" 


"How's  your  operation?" 

"Fine!     3   more  payments  and  it's   mine*'' 


TWENTY-THREE 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


A    WATCH 

GOETH  ASTRAY 

I  HEREWITH  send  thee  my  pocket 
clock  which  greatly  standeth  in  need 
ot  thy  friendly  correction.  The  last  time 
he  was  at  thy  friendly  school,  he  was 
noways  reformed,  nor  in  the  least  bene- 
fited thereby;  for  I  perceive  by  the  index 
of  his  mind  that  he  is  a  liar,  and  the 
truth  is  not  in  him;  that  his  motions  are 
wavering  and  irregular  and  that  his  pulse 
is  sometimes  slow,  which  betokeneth  not 
an  even  temper;  at  other  times  it  wax- 
eth  sluggish,  notwithstanding,  I  fre- 
quently urge  him;  when  he  should  be 
on  his  duty,  as  thou  knowest  his  usual 
name  denoteth,  I  find  him  slumbering  or 
sleeping  or,  as  the  vanity  of  human  rea- 
son phrases  it,  I  catch  him  napping. 

Examine  him,  therefore,  and  prove 
him,  I  beseech  thee,  thoroughly,  that 
thou  mayest,  by  being  well  acquainted 
with  his  inward  frame  and  disposition, 
draw  him  from  the  errors  of  his  ways, 
and  show  him  the  path  wherein  he 
should  go. 

It   trrieves   me   to   think,   and   when    I 


ponder  thereon,  I  am  verily  of  opinion 
that  his  body  is  foul  and  the  whole  mass 
is  corrupted. 

Cleanse  him,  therefore,  with  thy 
charming  physic  from  all  pollution  that 
he  may  vibrate  and  circulate  according 
to  the  truth.  And  when  thou  layest  thy 
correcting  hand  upon  him,  let  it  be  with- 
out passion,  lest  thou  drive  him  to  de- 
struction. 

And  when  thou  findest  him  converted 
from  the  errors  of  his  ways  and  more 
comfortable  to  the  above  mentioned 
rules,  then  do  thou  send  him  home  with 
a  just  bill  of  charges  drawn  out  by  the 
spirit  of  moderation,  and  it  shall  be  sent 
to  thee  in  the  root  of  all  evil. 

B.  K. 

CIVIC  PRIDE 
"My  gosh,  what's  that  terrible  smell.-"" 
"Why,    that"s    the    stock-yards;    didn't 
you  know  that  the  smell  of  the   Union 
stock-yards  was  one  of  the  sights  of  Chi- 
cago.''"" 


TAILOR-MADE 
"What    the    well-dressed    senior    will 
wear,"   said   the   fraternity    man    as   the 
pledges  moved  their  ward-robes  in. 


"No,  dear,  you  can't  hare  an  apple — those 
are   for   the    unemployed," 

TYPICAL 

The  fraters  were  having  a  very  solemn 
meeting.  Suddenlv  a  knock  was  heard 
on  the  door,  and  a  timid  voung  pledge 
entered. 

"Can  I  have  a  glass  of  water,  sir.-"  he 
asked  nervously. 

"Go  ahead,  take  one,"  called  an  active, 
quite  annoved. 

Soon  the  pledge  returned  and  re- 
quested another  glass  of  water. 

"Take  it  and  get  out,  damn  it,"  they 
growled. 

Once  again  he  returned,  ".\nother 
glass,  please." 

"Go  ahead,  go  ahead, "  was  the  sarcas- 
tically sweet  tone. 

He  was  back. 

•May  I—" 

"Say,  what  the  hell — "  they  exploded, 
"you  sure  got  a  lousy  thirst,  eh.'" 

"Not  at  all,  sir,"  said  the  pledge  tim- 
idlv,  "but  the  house  is  on  fire,  sir." 


He:    "Er — cozy  little  place  you   have   here," 


DANGEROUS  AGE 

Professor  to  girl  in  class  who  has  not 
been  up  in  her  work:  "Miss  Smith,  after 
the  class  is  gone,  may  I  hold  you  for  a 
few  minutes.'" 


TWENTY-FOUR 


PUR 


BOOKS 


PARROT 


THE    MONTH 


Margaret  Kiner,  Editor 


MANGA 
REVA 

Robert  Lee  Eskridge 

IT  IS  hard  to  tell  which  title  of  Rob- 
ert Lee  Eskridge's  new  book,  which 
is  incidentally  his  first  one,  Manga 
Retui  or  The  Forgotten  Isles,  is  the  more 
alluring.  Anything  suggestive  of  the 
old  and  mysterious  in  this  age  of  thrill- 
seeking  is  bound  to  be  attractive,  even 
to  the  most  practical-minded 
readers.  And  when  one  stops 
to  realize  that  the  adventure 
is  open  to  any  of  us,  an  ex- 
perience fresh  and  new  with 
"new  worlds  to  be  con- 
quered," new  food  for  the 
imagination,  a  haven  apart 
from  the  bustling,  hustling, 
harsh,  and  bitter  world — 
well,  it  is  hard  to  go  on  ac- 
cepting the  tangible  realities 
which  we  call  life. 

Mr.  Eskridge  introduced 
us  to  an  island  forgotten  by 
modern  civilization,  barring 
a  small  fishing  schooner 
which  makes  the  trip  once  a 
year.  It  is  an  island  almost 
beyond  the  scope  of  our 
imaginations.  If  it  weren't 
for  the  sincerity  of  the  author's  enthu- 
siasm, which  bubbles  through  the  sur- 
face of  his  artistic  and  charming  style, 
the  reader  might  doubt  the  verity  of 
some  of  the  situations.  But  there  really 
is  no  doubting  Mr.  Eskridge.  He  is  a 
person  apart  from  the  complacent  ma- 
jority. It  is  almost  as  though  he  has 
been  permitted  to  see  "things"  denied  to 
the  rest  of  us.  True,  he  is  "at  home 
with  tupapaus,  and  black  curled  cats  that 
float  in  the  air  hold  no  terrors  for  him; 
nor  goats  that  sing  at  sunset.  They 
seem  indeed  to  be  quite  natural  to  him." 
Perhaps,  since  he  is  already  "half  Poly- 
nesian in  spirit,"  his  spirit  is  that  of  an 


ancient  King  reincarnated  in  a  white 
body  which,  after  spending  several  years 
in  the  South  Sea  Islands,  finally  wan- 
dered home  and  was  received  by  all  the 
ghosts  that  move  at  night  in  the  tall 
aeho  grass  and  hover  over  the  broken 
altars  of  a  broken  religion;  and  by  the 
spirits  in  the  air  that  rattle  stones  down 
the  mountain  side  and  put  a  curse  on 
prowlers  prying  into  the  secrets  of  the 
past,  namely  the  cave  in  which  the 
Tahitian  kings  were  buried.    Spirits  who 


leave  mysterious  footprints  in  the  sand 
with  no  beginning  and  no  end  which 
means — Death! 

Aside  from  the  alluring  supernatural 
element  on  the  island,  the  story  of  which 
approaches  the  characteristics  of  a  pica- 
resque novel,  the  social  development  or 
undevelopment  of  the  natives  is  of  no 
small  interest.  The  natives  are  presented 
sympathetically  without  a  trace  of  senti- 
mentality: we  see  their  lithe,  golden- 
brown  bodies,  indeed  we  can  almost  feel 
the  satiny  texture  of  their  skin;  we  listen 
for  the  music  of  their  low,  peculiar 
voices  and  catch  the  rhythm  of  their 
swinging  bodies;  we  watch  for  the  mis- 


chievous twinkle  in  their  slanted  eyes 
and  for  the  twitching  smile  on  their 
carefully  moulded  lips;  we  are  caught  up 
in  the  excitement  of  the  pearl  diving  sea- 
son and  thrill  at  the  great  piles  of  glisten- 
ing shells;  we  are  drugged  by  the  aroma 
of  strange  flowers  and  fruits  and  foods 
cooked  in  sunken,  out-door  ovens;  wc 
understand  the  instinctive  socialism  of 
their  existence  and  forget  to  attach  a 
political  significance  to  it;  we  sympathize 
with  this  "serenely-moving,"  leisurely 
life  in  which  there  is  no  such  thing  as 
taking  life  or  a  wife  for  better  or  for 
worse. 

We  see  and  feel  and  love  this  life 
because  Mr.  Eskridge  is  an  artist  and 
therefore  presents  his  material  as  only  an 
artist  would:  in  astonishingly  colorful 
word-pictures  carefully  designed  as  to  the 
arrangement  of  brilliance  and  beauty. 
Eunice  Tietjens  says,  "He  is  a  little  mad. 
What  artist  is  not?  But  he 
is  very  judiciously  and  deco- 
ratively  mad."  At  any  rate 
his  production  is  so  fine  that, 
paying  him  the  tribute  which 
he  paid  Pere  Feria,  " — one 
wonders  at  the  completeness 
and  fineness  of  his  life  and 
would  fain  know  more  about 
its  building  ,  .  but  all  one 
can  do,  as  before  any  mas- 
terpiece, is  to  admire  and  not 
puzzle  too  much  as  to  how 
It  v\'as  brought  about." 

Mr.  Eskridge  is  above  all 
else  an  artist  with  pictures 
representing  his  art  in  the  art 
galleries  of  Paris,  New  York, 
Chicago,  and  in  strange,  ro- 
mantic places  such  as  Mor- 
jorca.  Tunis,  and  Papeete. 
Despite  his  fame  and  reputation  as  an 
artist  the  picture  we  are  most  interested 
in  after  reading  Manga  Reva  is  the 
"large  canvas  of  Saint  Michael,  the  pa- 
tron saint  of  the  archipelago,"  which  he 
painted  and  donated  during  his  resi- 
dence in  the  Gambler  to  the  cathedral 
erected  by  Laval,  the  mad  priest. 

The  book  grips  one  and  arouses  the 
dormant  wanderlust  in  the  reader  to 
activity.  It  will  awaken  a  call  within 
you  and  create  a  yearning  for  "it  is  the 
splendor  of  great  spaces,  the  awesome 
power  of  the  sea  that  never  ceases  its 
restless  activities,  the  vastness  of  night 
with  the  austral  stars  above. 
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PARROTINGS 


Feme  Nathanson,  Editor 


AN  ODE  TO  WINTER 
A  flake  of  snow  freshly  fallen 

Is   like   a   girl   that   won't   neck — 
Both  are  as  pure  as  can  be, 
And  both  are  cold  as  heck. 

Ohio  State  "Sun  Dud." 


We  saw  a  chap  scratching  his  nose  the 
other  day.  We  asked  him  what  he  was 
doing,  and  he  responded,  "Oh,  just  hav- 
ing a  little  fun  on  my  own  hook!" 

Lehigh  "Bun." 

♦ 

What  do  you  do  when  youre  kissed.' 

I  yell. 
Silence. 

Well,  why  didn't  you  yell? 
I'm  too  hoarse  from  yelling  last  night. 
California  "Pelican." 


Absent-minded  sales  girl  (as  date 
kisses  her  goodnight):  "Will  that  be 
all.=  " 

Texas  "Battalion." 


"Jack    loves    to    make    people    feel    at 
home. " 

"How  so?" 

"His  house  partv  girl  was  from  Daven- 
port." 

Cornell  "Widoir." 


One:     I  got  a  snappy  job. 

Two:    What? 

One:     Testing  rubber  bands. 

Carnegie  Tech  "Puppet.' 


He  was  a  big  football  player.  She  was 
a  sweet  little  frosh.  He  got  mad  and 
kicked  her.  It  pains  me  to  think  such  a 
sweet  little  co-ed  would  have  to  get  ath- 
lete's foot. 

Illinois  "Siren." 


At  last  we've  found  the  most  unhappy 
man  in  the  world,  a  sea-sick  traveler  with 
lockjaw. 

]ohn  Hopl(ins  "Blac\  and  Blue  Jay." 

■*■ 

A  fraternity  man  was  badly  mangled 
in  a  train  wreck,  and  when  the  doctors 
tried  to  identify  him  by  the  clothes  he 
was  wearing,  it  looked  as  though  the 
whole  chapter  was  injured. 

Boston  "Beanpot." 


POETRY,  ETC. 

Mary  had  a  swarm  of  bees, 

They   owed   to   her   their  lives. 
They  followed  Mary  everywhere 
For  Mary  had  the  hives. 

Buffalo  "Bison." 

■♦ 

"Now  tell  the  jury,  lady, "  instructed 
the  young  lawyer,  "just  where  the  pris- 
oner was  milking  the  cow." 

The  young  lady,  a  trifle  embarrassed, 
smiled  sweedy  and  replied,  "Why,  I 
think  it  was  just  a  little  back  of  the  cen- 
ter, sir." 

Michigan  "Gargoyle." 

♦■ 

"Say,  dat  guy  busted  de  crystal  of  me 
watch.     What  should  I  do  to  him?  " 
"Go  ahead,  give  him  the  woiks." 

Texas  "Longhorn." 

♦ 

She:  "Will  you  love  me  after  we  are 
married?" 

He:     "Mate  and  see." 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


A  single  bed  is  all  right  to  sleep  in, 
but,  after  all,  a  double  one  is  much 
bedder. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl." 


People   who  carry  glass   bottles   never 
should  sit  on  stones. 

"Exchange." 


Floorwalker:  "So  it's  Austins  you 
want  to  look  at?  Toy  department  on 
the  tenth  floor,  please." 

.-luburn  "Ca/oler." 


The  burglar,  finding  the  lady  in  the 
bath,  covered  her  with  his  revolver. 

Princeton  "Tiger." 


Sig.  Ep:     "Oy,  am  I  sick!" 
Delt:     "Whatsa  matter?" 
Sig.  Ep:     "I  ate  one  of  those  Unem- 
ployed Apples,  and  it  started  to  work!" 
Lehigh  "Burr." 

■♦ 

Lives  of  co-eds  all  remind  us 

They  may  sally  torth  to  roam — 
And  refusing,  leave  behind  them, 
Footprints  on  the  road  to  home. 
Wisconsin  "Octopus." 


WEATHER   REPORTS 
Act  I 
It:     "How  come  you  only  take  May 
riding  when  it  rains?" 

That:  "Well,  she  never  gave  me  a 
break  until  one  night  we  were  caught 
in  a  storm,  and  she  was  afraid  of  the 
lightning.  I  had  to  comfort  her,  and  the 
worse  the  storm  became,  the  more  com- 
forting she  needed." 

.-let  II 
It:     "I  see  you  married  May!" 
That:     "Yeh,  the   car  was   struck   by 
lightning." 

Michigan  "Gargoyle." 


Gather  around  the  fire,  boys,  while  we 
sing  that  old  song,  "The  pain  is  ended, 
but  the  malady  lingers  on." 

Penn.  State  "Froth." 


He:      "You've   a    faculty   for   making 
love." 

She:     "Oh,  no,  only  a  student  body." 
Louisville  "Satyr." 


It's  an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody 
good.  When  the  cow  jumped  over  the 
moon,  someone  got  the  idea  for  vanish- 
ing cream. 

Buffalo  "Bison." 

♦ 

Absence     makes     the     marks     grow 

rounder. 

Denison  "Flamingo." 


"Mamma,  when  I  grow  up,  will  I  get 
married  and  have  a  husband  like  papa?" 

"Yes,  dear." 

"And  if  I  don't  get  married,  will  I  be 
an  old  maid  like  Aunty?  " 

"Yes,  love." 

"Well,  no  matter  which  way  you  look 
at  it,  it's  a  hell  of  a  tough  world  on  us 
women." 

Oklahoma  "  Whirlwind." 
♦- 

"Oh,  yes,  the  girls  up  at  the  Pi  Phi 
house  are  very  religious.  Every  time  I 
walk  through  the  door  I  hear  them  mur- 
mur, 'Ah,  men'." 

Pitt  "Panther." 


Then  there  was  the  billiard  player  who 
was  put  on  the  spot. 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler." 

♦ 

Kappa:    "What's  the  matter,  don't  you 
love  me  any  more?" 

Phi  Gam:     "Sure  I  do,  I'm  only  rest- 
ing-" 

Kansas  "Sour  Owl.' 
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an  your  kearl  out  7  CJ\oi  muck ! 


J 


No  longer  is  early  chapel  exclusively 
for  track  men.  No  wasting  time  with 
old-fashioned  socks— you're  in  these 
Holeproof  Autogarts  in  a  second, 
and  what's  more,  they're  up  to  stay. 
They'll  wash,  too— and  come  back 
as  snug-fitting  as  they  went  to  the 
laundry.  The  Autogart  feature  will 
outwear  the  sock,  and  that's  saying  a 
lot  because  the  sock's  a  Holeproof. 
And  what  is  more,  you  get  the 
smart  new  Holeproof  designs,  too! 


cMd  witk 

HOLEPROOF 

Ojutoqarh 

^L  R«g.  U.  S.  Pat.  Off-     9  P«t.  Fend. 

the  Self- Supporting  Socks 


^uslpuLL  em  up 
ano  Ikey  itay  up 


sD  sJ      and     I 


OO 


at  your  Haberdasher's 


TWENTY-SEVEN 
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Senior 
Photographs 


Northwestern  days  are  almost  over 
for  the  class  of  '31.  Now  is  the 
time  for  Seniors  to  have  their  gradu- 
ation pictures  made.  Do  it  now, 
and  avoid  the  rush  that  comes  near 
commencement  time.  Call  the 
Matzene  studio  for  an  appointment, 
and  be  assured  of  getting  the  best 
photograph  you  ever  had. 


MATZENE 

The   Syllabus   Pholographer 
1621   Sherman  Greenleaf  4221 


Perfect  Facilities 

for 

Entertaining 

The  Georgian  provides  each  hostess 
with  the  services  for  the  perfect 
arrangements  most  appropriate  to 
her  plans,  the  handling  of  her  enter- 
tainment, large  or  small. 

All  Wedding  Parties — even  the 
Wedding  itself  and  the  Reception 
following  are  held  here  with  the  ex- 
ceptional success  that  is  perfection. 

Full  Dining,  Catering,  and  Banquet 

Services   available    in   spaciousness 

with  Complete  privacy. 

^i)t  (Georgian 

Art  Address  of  Distinction 

Davis  at  Hinman  A.  E.  Degerman 

Evtinston  Manager 

Telephone  Greenleaf  4100 


CLOTHES  FOR 
THE  CAMPUS 

The  Correct  Width  and  Length 
for  Trousers 

We  sometimes  hear  that  the  correct  width  for  trouser  bottoms 
is  eighteen  inches.  This  pronunciamento  is  usually  made  with  a 
great  show  of  authority  and  with  a  finality  that  invites  no  further 
discussion.  And  yet,  a  second's  consideration  shows  us  how  ob- 
viously false  and  wrong  such  an  arbitrary  width  can  be.  For  some 
men — perhaps  for  the  average  man,  if  there  is  such  a  person — 
eighteen-inch  trouser  bottoms  may  be  quite  right,  but  we  are  not 
all  made  from  the  same  pattern,  and  by  the  same  token,  our  trousers 
can  not  be  cut  from  the  same  pattern. 


^  VANITY  FAIR 


The  width  of  the  trousers  at  the  cuff  is  determined  by  the  size 
of  a  man's  foot  and  the  shoe  he  wears.  The  trousers  should  barely 
cover  the  lace  at  the  front  of  the  shoe  and  hit  a  little  above  the  heel 
at  the  rear.  They  should  not  cover  the  entire  foot,  nor  should  they 
be  so  short  that  several  inches  of  ankle  show  at  all  times. 

Trousers  with  cuffs  should  hit  the  top  of  the  shoe  without  a 
break.  Those  without  cuffs  should  break  slightly  over  the  instep. 
Both  should  be  cut  on  the  bias  at  the  bottoms,  and  both  should 
taper  to  their  bottoms  from  a  much  greater  width  at  the  knee  and 
an  even  greater  width  at  the  thigh  and  hip. 

Coat  Cuffs 

while  on  the  subject  of  cuffs  it  might  not  be  amiss  to  say  some- 
thing of  the  coat  cuffs. 

The  shirt  cuff  and  the  plain  cuff  of  a  lounge  or  business  jacket 
are  too  seldom  given  the  attention  they  deserve,  in  spite  of  the 
fact  that  they  are  two  of  those  small  details  which  contribute 
so  much  to  the  smartness  of  a  man's  turn-out.  Shirt  cuffs  are  more 
often  made  to  fit  fairly  well  at  the  wrist,  but  often  the  sleeve  of  a 
business  jacket  is  too  loose  at  the  wxist,  at  times  giving  almost  a 
belled  effect  at  that  point. 

Properly  tailored  the  jacket  sleeve  tapers  to  a  very  narrow  cuff 
that  holds  the  shirt  cuff  in  place,  showing  about  half  an  inch  of  the 
latter.  Improperly  cut,  the  jacket  sleeve  is  loose,  allowing  the  shirt 
cuff  to  disappear  entirely  and  giving  a  very  sloppy  appearance. 


TWENTy-EIGHT 
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Many  a  girl  who  gets  tight,  becomes 
loose. 

Rice  "Owl." 


I  felt  for  my  watch — it  was  gone! 

I  felt  for  my  pants — they  were  gone! 

I  felt  for  my  shoes — they  were  gone! 

My   God!     Where   was   I? 

Hell!  I  was  in  bed. 

Minnesota  "Sk^i-U-Mah." 

*■ 

"Right  now,"  confessed  the  flapper, 
gazing  into  the  eyes  of  escort  across  the 
table,  "I'm  sitting  on  the  ragged  edge  of 
despair." 

Cornell  "Widow." 


Say,     he's     so     tongue-tied,     he     talks 
through  his  nose. 

Vandeybih  "Musquerader." 

•*■ 

They  sat  alone  in  the  moonlight, 

And  she  soothed  his  troubled  brow, 
"Dearest,  I  know  my  life's  been  fast. 
But  I'm  on  my  last  lap  now.  " 

"Exchange." 


"■Well,  my  boy,"  said  the  new  minister 
to  the  three-year-old,  "what  did  Santa 
Glaus  bring  you.'" 

"Aw,  I  got  a  little  red  chair,"  said  the 
kid,  "but  it  ain't  much  good.  It's  got 
a  hole  in  the  bottom  of  it. " 

M.l.T."VooDoo." 


First  Gangster:  "Dey  put  Blinkey  on 
the  spot  last  night  and  two  plugged  him 
through  his  glass  eye  with  de  foist  shot." 
Second  Gangster:  "Say,  bo!  Don't 
youse  know  it  is  seven  years'  bad  luck 
to  break  a  looking  glass?" 

Annapolis  "Log." 

■♦ 

"I'm  cutting  quite  a  figure,"  said  the 
chorus  girl  as  she  sat  on  a  broken  bottle. 
Tennessee  "Mugwump." 


Then  there  was  the  knight  who  tried 
to  enter  the  tournament  in  a  suit  of  rub- 
ber armor,  but  he  got  bounced. 

Cornell  "Widow." 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler -Optician 

Guaranteed    Repairing    Service 

1626  Orrington  Ave.         University  0461 
For  30  ICcars  a  Jeweler  in  Evanston 
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X^OR   more   than  a   quarter    of  a  century 

LAN CROCK    FINE    CLOTHES 

have  maintained  a  position  of  unquestioned 
leadership  among  University  Men  and 
Alumni.  The  Princeton  is  one  of  many 
models  recognized  as  standard. 


Haeehdashehv 


The  world's  markets  are  carefully  searched 
for  Neckwear,  Shirts.  Hosiery,  an«l  other 
wearables  worthy  of  the  Fifield  label. 

May  We  Serve  You? 

LANGROCK  Fine  Clothes 

at 

$50.00,  $55.00,  $60.00,  and  up 
Exclusive  at 

LU. 

328  S.  Michigan  Ave. 
Chicago 
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rormals 


AND  AT  THE  "FOR- 
MAL" WE  SAW— 

A  lady  in  black, 
wearing  a  corsage 
of  deep  red  roses 
and  snowy  garde- 
nias. 


A  blonde  in  a  sil- 
ver lame'  carry- 
ing a  delicate 
bunch  of  white 
sweet  peas  and 
Talisman  roses. 


A  titian-haired 
devil  with  a 
shoulder  cor- 
sage of  a  single 
orchid  with  lily 
of  the  valley 
sprays. 


IN  THESE  ROMANTIC  30's 
ANY  MAN  WILL  BE  MORE 
POPULAR  IF  HE  SENDS 
FLOWERS  TO  HIS  LADY  FOR 
FORMAL  OCCASIONS. 


BUT 

IF  WEI  LAN  D  'S 
CHOSE  THE  COM- 
BINATION, HE  WILL 
BE  DOUBLY  POP- 
ULAR, FOR  THEY 
KNOW  WHAT'S 
WHAT  IN  FLOWERS 
AND  WHY. 


THE  STUDENTS'  FLORIST 

JOHN  WEILAND 

1614  SHERMAN  AVE. 

EVANSTON 

Univ.  8607  Univ.  0502 

NEXT  TO  CITy  HALL 


THE  NEW  SHOW 

(Conliftued  from  page  18) 

since  he  has  found  no  heaven  in  the 
forty-five  minutes  of  his  death.  With 
hope  in  a  higher  life  gone,  he  no  longer 
can  resist  an  attempt  to  murder  his  wife's 
lover.  After  Diego's  son  determines  to 
put  on  his  cassock  again  and  his  crippled 
daughter  walks  with  the  aid  of  her  be- 
lief in  the  miracle,  Diego  is  overwhelmed 
with  such  credence  in  the  miracle  and  is 
reconciled  to  his  religion. 

A  VIVACIOUS  BUT  delicately 
wicked  Hungarian  comedy  is 
Cherries  Are  Ripe  (Erlanger), 
with  Vilma  Banky  and  Rod  La  Rocque. 
The  old  triangle  in  which  the  operetta- 
looking  count  wins  his  old  sweetheart 
from  her  tubby  husband  is  the  story,  but 
it  is  written  sensibly  and  attractively  by 
John  Emerson  and  Anita  Loos,  who  have 
a  clear  sense  of  variation  and  value.  Miss 
Banky,  as  beautiful  and  able  as  in  the 
movies,  does  not  pose. 


"How  much  are  them  apples.?" 
"Fifteen  cents  a  peck." 
"What  do  you  think  I  am — a  bird.'"' 
Ohio  "Sun  Dial." 


"How  old  are  you,  Mary.?" 

"Fifteen." 

"A   girl   of   your  age   should   tell    her 
mother  everything." 

"I  know  it.     But  Mother  is  so  inno- 
cent, really,  I  haven't  the  heart." 

Buffalo  "Bison." 


Radio:  "She's  just  like  a  regenerative 
set." 

Chem:  "Howzzat.?" 

Radio:  "She   squeals   when   you   get 

the  right  station."  A/. /.  T."Foo  Doo." 

• 

We  have  been  informed  that  the  only 
girls  nowadays  who  go  to  bed  in  their 
working  clothes  are  artists'  models. 
Hurvard  "Lcimpoon." 

THE  MONK  WAS  SPEAKING 
"And  I  crept  up  the  back  stairs  and 
what  do  you  think!     There  was  St.  Au- 
gustine and  St.  Henry  shooting  dice." 

"Ah,"    his    colleague    replied,    "Holv 
rollers. " 

And   that,   my   children,   is   how   that 
started.  Wesley  an  "Wasp." 


"Here's  one  man  who's  going  out  of 
prison  straight,"  said  the  undertaker,  as 
he  screwed  the  lid  on  the  coffin. 

Lafayette  "Lyre." 

♦ 

"When  are  dogmas  embarrassing?" 
"When  they  have  pups." 

"Exchange." 


LOVE  LIFE  OF 

THE  PROTOZOA 

(WAS  born  one  Monday  morning  at 
eight  fifteen  along  with  seven  thou- 
sand brothers  and  three  thousand  sis- 
ters. By  eight  thirty  I  was  an  uncle 
two  hundred  and  fifty  times.  I  felt  old, 
realized  that  I  had  been  on  earth  long 
enough  to  setde  down  and  raise  a  few 
hundred  generations  myself. 

As  I  sat  on  a  crumb  of  bread,  musing, 
Mable  dashed  by.  My  nucleus  throbbed 
and  quivered,  a  sure  sign  that  I  was  in 
love.  Mable  had  two  cells  and  a  marvel- 
ous shape  and  was  at  least  a  minute  old. 
She  would  make  an  ideal  mate,  so  I 
sauntered  after  her. 

"Pardon  me,  Mable,"  "says  I.  "How 
about  a  date  tonight.?"  She  turned 
around,  outraged.  "Sir,  I  am  a  married 
woman!"  and  off  she  sailed  in  a  huff. 
Two  seconds  later  her  family  passed  by. 
I  counted  three  hundred  and  then 
fainted. 

Then  I  met  Jane  at  a  plunge  party  in 
a  drop  of  milk.  I  was  dazzled  by  her 
ability  to  do  the  breast  stroke,  so  I  pro- 
posed marriage.  She  laughed  as  I  sat 
down  on  a  vanilla  wafer,  and  told  me 
that  she  had  been  a  great  grandmother 
for  five  minutes.  I  sighed  and  left  the 
party,  crushed  but  still  hopeful. 

Ne.xt  it  was  Pearl,  a  widow  with  seven 
thousand  children.  I  really  didn't  love 
her,  but  she  had  money  enough  to  keep 
an  old  bachelor  like  me  in  cigars  for 
a  day.  She  took  my  frat  pin  and  then 
sued  for  breach  of  promise.  She  fell  in 
love  during  the  trial  and  dropped  the 
suit.  After  that  came  Shirley,  a  dark 
litde  devil  with  a  skin  like  sea-weeds. 
Amoeba  blood  in  her  veins,  I  think.  I 
took  her  for  a  stroll  through  some  celery, 
but  she  fled  when  I  suggested  stopping 
for  a  picnic.  Oh,  well,  she  was  so 
young. 

On  my  way  back  to  my  retreat  in  a 

Swiss  cheese,  I   bumped  into  Josephine 

carrying  the  family  groceries  to  her  old 

mother.     She  was  rather  thin  and  \^'ore 

glasses.    Besides  that,  she  talked  through 

her  nose  and  taught  school  in  her  spare 

moments.    I  married  her  on  the  spot  and 

^^■e  eloped  with  the  groceries  to  a  bowl 

of  gravy.     We  are  living  happily  now, 

thank    you,   and   our   son   Oscar   is   my 

pride  and  delight.    May  he  carry  on  the 

name  of  Protozoa  as  lustily  as  did  his 

father.  „,.     .  „„. 

Illinois   ^iren. 


If  you  are  caught  in  liot  water  be  non- 
chalant, take  a  bath. 

.-Iruuipolis  "Log." 


THIRTY 


P  L  R  PL 


"She  said  she  pets  animals.  I  guess  I 
was  the  goat." 

Minnesota  "Sl{t-U-Mah." 

■*• 

Old  Lady:  "My,  what  a  crowd!  What 
happened  over  there?" 

Cop:     "Man  fell  off  a  roof." 
Old  Lady:    "Oh  dear!    Was  he  hurt?" 
Cop:     "Dunne  yet.     We  only  found 
one  leg  so  far." 

"Brown  Jiig." 

♦■ 

Divorce  Court  Judge:  "Upon  what 
grounds  are  you  applying  for  a  divorce, 
Mr.  Brown?" 

Mr.  Brown:  "Extravagance,  Your 
Honor." 

Judge:     "How's  that?" 
Mr.  Brown:     "Well,  sir,  my  wife  con- 
tinued to  buy  ice  after  I  bought  a  frigid- 
aire." 

Georgia  Tech.  "Yellow  Jacket." 

GET  WHAT  YOU  CAN 
"What's  the  matter?     You  look  sore." 
"I  been  insulted.     A  guy  in  the  house 
offered  me  |50  to  drop  out  o'  the  frater- 
nity.    What  should  I  do  about  it?" 

"Hmmm,  I  think  I'd  hold  out  for  a 
better  offer." 


PARROT 


He  went  into  the  pantry. 

Whom  the  king  had  lately  blessed. 
And  there  the  pastry  maid 

To  his  bosom  closely  pressed; 
But  when  he  entered  court, 

Ah,  the  laughs  were  great  and  dour. 
Story  books  have  told  us 

That  his  knighthood   was   in   flour. 
Cornell  "IVuiow." 


LOCAL  BOY  MAKES  GOOD 
"Did  you  hear  about  our  boy?  He 
was  sent  up  for  thirty  years,  but  by  good 
behavior  he's  back  home  in  eighteen 
years.  Now  isn't  that  a  boy  to  be  proud 
of.?" 


DEMONSTRATING 
College   youth   enters   speak-easy    and 

sees  customer  reclining  placidly  under  the 

table  in  unbroken  slumber. 

"Hey,  Joe,"  he  calls  to  the  bar-tender, 

and    pointing    to    said    customer,    says: 

"Give  me  a  pint  of  that." 


Deceiver — Nellie     doesn't    neck     any- 
more. 

Unbeliever — I   didn't   know   she   died. 
— Wampus. 


A  Liberal  Arts  student  attended  a 
bridge  party  given  by  the  Medical  Stu- 
dents Club.  Finally  in  disgust  he 
grabbed  his  hat  and  walked  out  mut- 
tering: 

"I  came  for  a  bridge  game,  but  it's 
turned  out  to  be  an  organ  recital." 


College  Humor's 

All. 
Americans 


Basketball  and  Hockey 

IN  THE  MAY  ISSUE 


College  Humor  was  the  first  publication  to 
attempt  a  selection  of  honor  teams  in  inter- 
collegiate basketball  and  hockey.  And  today 
College  Humor's  selections  of  All-American 
stars  in  these  two  sports  are  recognized  as 
official  and  authentic. 

No  other  national  magazine  has  undertaken  to  scrutinize 
the  hundreds  of  college  quintets  in  search  of  the  five  or 
ten  most  accomplished  and  consistently  brilliant  per- 
formers .  .  .  or  has  endeavored  a  study  of  the  different 
hockey  conferences. 

The  counsel  of  college  coaches  the  country  over  has 
been  employed  by  Les  Gage,  Sports  Editor,  to  assure 
an  impartial  and  complete  treatment  of  the  subject. 
The  May  issue  of  College  hlumor,  on  sale  the  first  of 
April,  will  announce  the  All-American  cage  team  and 
hockey  sextet  for  1931  in  conjunction  with  two  com- 
prehensive stories  by  Les  Gage. 
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DO   YOU    LIKE   CONTRACT    BRIDGE? 


IF  SO 


EVERY      ISSUE      OF     VANITY      FAIR      CONTAINS: 
Humor: 

The  most  original  witticisms  of  the  younger  humourists  and 
satirists. 

The  Theatre: 

Intimate  glimpses  of  the  really  interesting  personalities  on  the 
stage  and  screen. 

Art: 

Perfect  reproductions  of  the  creations  of  modern  European 
and  American  artists. 

World  Affairs: 

Entertaining  political  sketches  dealing  with  the  foibles  and 
weaknesses  of  world  leaders. 

Fashions: 

A  department  of  women's  sports  clothes  and  the  trend  in 
fashions,  with  reports  from  the  leading  tailors  of  New  York 
and  London. 

Mofor  Cars  and  Airplanes: 

The  newest  developments  in  motor  cars  and  airplanes. 
Confracf  Bridge: 

Searching  and  expert  articles  on   Backgammon  and  Contract 

Bridge. 

Books: 

Views  and  reviews  on  the  latest  books. 
Sporfs: 

Golf,  fighting,  etc. 
Music  and  Opera: 

The  latest  musical  trend. 


Read  Vanity  Fair 


Do  you  know  enough  about  Contract  to 
say:  "I  adjust",  when  you  trip  over  a  bridge 
lamp?  ,  .  .  Which  card  do  you  discard  when 
two  are  stuck  together — the  resuh  of  finess- 
ing your  partner's  highball  while  he's  out 
for  cracked  ice?  .  .  .  Do  you  say:  "It  doesn't 
make  any  difference"  when  the  wind  blows 
four  tricks  over  into  the  lap  of  the  vulner- 
able Mrs.  Throckmorton?  .  .  .  How  to  lead 
tiie  conversation  through  the  Rhine  valley 
up  to  your  partner's  ace,  queen,  without  re- 
voking, is  a  problem.  .  .  .  Should  you  take 
a  young  lady  out  in  your  loudest  suit?  .  .  . 
And  when  you  have  her  out  should  you 
signal?  .  .  .  Do  you  refer  to  your  partner  as: 
"This  rotten  mess"?  Vanity  Fair  tells  you 
all  about  Contract. 


Try  to  figure  out  how  much  it  would  cost  you  to  buy  the 
most  talked-of  new  books  ...  to  go  to  the  best  shows, 
cinemas  and  musical  comedies  ...  to  visit  the  London 
tailors  ...  to  see  the  best  new  works  of  art  in  Paris  .  .  . 
to  attend  the  world's  great  sporting  events  ...  to  arrange 
for  demonstrations  of  the  latest  cars  and  planes  ...  to 
learn  the  inner  secrets  of  Backgammon  and  Contract 
Bridge  ...  to  go  to  the  opera:  in  short,  to  know  what's 
what  about  everything  that  is  interesting  and  new  in  this 
modern  and  quick-moving  world. 


In  short,  you  will  find  the  Last  Word  on  subjects  that  differentiate  the 
successful  and  cultivated  person  from  the  uninformed  nobody. 


SIGN,   TEAR    OFF   AND    MAIL    THIS    COUPON    NOW 
FOR    THIS    SPECIAL    INTRODUCTORY    OFFER    OF 

5  ISSUES  OF  VANITY  FAIR  $1 

THIRTY-TWO 


VANITY    FAIR,    GRAYBAR    BUILDING,    NEW   YORK    CITY 

n  Enclosed  find  $1  for  5  issues. 
□  Enclosed  find  $3  for  I  year. 

I  am  a  new  subscriber. 

Name 

Sfreef 

City 


.Sfa+e. 


THE 

CLASS  OF  NINETEEN  THIRTY-ONE 


PRESENTS  THE 


SENIOR 
BALL 

FRIDAY  EVENING,  MARCH  THIRTEENTH 

DRAKE  HOTEL 


FORMAL 
NINE  UNTIL  TWO 


MUSIC  BY 

McKINNEY'S  COTTON  PICKERS' 

FAMOUS  EASTERN  ORCHESTRA  DIRECT  FROM 

HARVARD  PROM,  YALE  PROM  AND  THE 

DARTMOUTH  WINTER  CARNIVAL 


^ 


BIDS  SIX  DOLLARS 

ON  SALE  IN  UNIVERSITY  HALL  AND  THE 

COMMERCE  SCHOOL  UNTIL  FOUR  HUNDRED 

HAVE  BEEN  SOLD 


SfVING  ALONG\ 

There's  a  thrilling  freshness  in  the  smoke  of  a  Camel — a 
delicately  blended  fragrance,  sunny  and  mild — that's 
never  even  been  approached  by  any  other  cigarette.  Swing 
along  with  the  modern  crowd!  They've  graduated  to 
Camels  and  real  smoke-enjoyment. 

Qamels 
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